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‘We warmly welcome you into our cirele of readers. Our magazine 
has been read by many thousands of Tamil children for more than 
six years, Now we would like children from all over India to share 
thelr jy and enthusiasm. So we have decided to bring out Gokulam 
in English as welll 

Gokulam comes to you from Bharathan Pubitcations, Madras. 
‘They publish three Tamil Magazines — Kalki, Mangayar Maler 
and Gokulam (in Tamil). Kalki, a weekly, was started over 45 years 
ago, by a gentlemen called R. Krishnamurthy. His pen name wes 
Kalki, He.cared deeply for our country and her people. Mangayar 
‘Malar 1s a monthly magazine for women and, Gokulam 1s for 
children. Now, the house of Kali! is growing to include al! of you 
among our readers! 

‘What is Gokulam? Gokulam is the name of the place where 
Sri Krishna grew up. As a child he and his friends found great 
happiness there, playing on the banks of the River Yamuna and 
revelling in the beauly of nature, while minding the cows, We hope 
‘our magazine can give you glimpses into the jaysof childhood, too! 

Our honorary editor, Sri. Al. Valliappa loves young people ke 
you. He has spent most of his life writing stories and poems for 
children in Tamil. He also chooses all the exciting and interesting 
features that appear in these paxes, especially for you! 

‘This magazine has been put together with great love and care. 
Do write and tell us if you liked this issue, or even af you didn't! 
‘Suggestions and contributions from your parents, teachers and all 
of you are most weloome. (For further details turn tothe box item on 
‘page 16.) We look forward to 4 very long friendship with you. 


‘With love from, 


‘The Editor. 
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ce upon a time,there was & 
rich merchant called Naseerudin. 
He often travelled on horse back 
as he went about his business. 
One day, Naseerudin rode out of 
Hyderabad. When darkness fell, 
he was tired, and wished to wreak 
his journey. He decided to stop 
at a wayside inn, 

The inn was a small one and 
the inn-keeper was a grumpy 
man. He stabled Naseerudin's 
horse in the shed and served him 
some food. He then trudged off 
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to bed without a word. 


Naseerudin was very thirsty. 
He called out to the inn-keeper to 
give him some water. Though 
Naseerudin called out loudly and 
repeatedly, no-one would come. 

After shouting for ten minutes 
Naseerudin was annoyed. He 
wanted to teach the grumpy inn- 
keeper a lesson. 

“Fire! Fire!” he shouted. 

The inn-keeper rushed out of 
his room yelling "Where? 
Where?” The maid, the errand 





boy the inn-keeper’s wife, the 
cook and all the guests rushed 
out of their rooms to see what 


was happening. 


“Here! Here!” shouted Nase 


rudin pointing to his parched 
‘mouth. “Can you fetch me some 
water to put out the fire?” he 
asked. 




















Ws all 





‘or the Best 





Once upon’s time there was 8 
place called Ratanpur near a huge 
forest. The king of Ratanpur loved 
hunting in the forest. His minister 
would accompany him on these 
expeditions. The minister was @ 
wise man. Nothing upset him. 
‘Whatever happened he remained 
calm. He would always say "It’s 
all for the best!” 

One day,the king was cutting a 
mango with a sharp knife. The 
knife slipped and he cut his hand. 
There was a lot of blood. As the 
royal physician bandaged his hand 
the minister said,"It's all for the 
best” The king was furious when 
he heard these words. He ordered 
the guards to imprison the good 
minister. 

The next day the king went 
hunting. He wandered deeper and 
deeper into the forest and lost 
his way. Suddenly some evil men 








‘came upon him and captured him. 
They planned to cut off his head, 
a8 a sacrifice to their Goddess. 

The Chief of the evil men, 
‘examined the king,and found the 
wound on his finger, He ordered 
the king to be released because 
they couldn't offer the Goddess a 
wounded man. The king thank- 
fully found his way back to the 
safety of his palace. 

He remembered his wise 
minister's words. He gave orders 
to release the poor man. 

The king called his minister and 
told him what had happened. The 
king apologized for imprisoning 
him. The minister told the king 
that it was all for the best. 

‘The king was astonished. What 
‘could be good about the minister's 
imprisonment? The wise minister 
told him! If he had not been in 
prison the minister would have 
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‘gonewith the king on the hunting 
expedition. Having no wound 
upon his person, he would have 
been killed. 


The king saw the point, He 
embraced the minister and from 
then on always heeded his wise 
words. 

















‘Once upon time there was an 
‘old woman who was very, very 
poor. She was so old that she 
couldn't find any work. So one 
by one, she sold all her valuables 
in order to buy some food. Soon 
all her valuables were gone. 

‘As she wondered what to do, 
she spied an old black vessel at 
the back of the kitchen cupboard 
She thought she would sell it,and 
buy some more food, 

A wicked merchant passed by 
the old woman's house. She called 
‘out to him and pleaded with him 
to buy it. The merchant examined 
the black pot carefully. He scrat- 
ched it with pin and saw a gleam 
‘of gold! He offered the old woman 
five rupees for the pot. The old 
woman was angry. She had thou- 
ght she would get twenty rupees 
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for the pot. She refused to 
to the merchant. The merchant 
was sure that the old woman 
would change her mind. He deci- 
ded to leave it with her and return 
another day to buy it from her 
for far less than it was worth 

‘An hour later. an honest trader 
passed the old woman's house. 
The old woman called out to him. 
She asked him how much he 
would pay for the black pot. The 
trader examined the pot. He gas- 
ped when he saw the gleaming 
gold under the dirt. He told the 
‘old woman that the pot was solid. 
gold and that it was worth about 
six thousand rupees! 

The old woman was astounded, 
She had never known that the 
pot was gold. She happily sold it 
to the good trader and thanked 





him. 
The wicked trader returned to 
the old woman's house after a 


few days had passed. He offered” 


the old woman ten rupees for the 
pot. The old woman laughed at 
the greedy man, and told him 


that she had already sold the pot 
toa decent man for it's true worth. 

The wicked trader ran far away. 
He had set out to cheat the old 
woman and had been greedy. His 
greed and dishonesty had turned 
the tables on him, 




















Fairy Luck cand the Beggar 





Once upon a time there was a 
poot beggar on the streets of a 
big city. Poor man, though he 
was hungry and tired he could 
never rest. He had to wander 
about on the streets, asking 
people who were wealthy, for 
money. Inside his heart, he was 
always angry. Why should all the 
rich folk live happily and in great 
comfort and luxury while he suff- 
ered so? He thought it was most 
‘unfair. He wished that Fairy Luck 
would appear so that he could 
ask her to change his life. 


One day Fairy Luck appeared 
before him and told him that she 
had heard his wish. Fairy Luck 
offered to fill the beggar’s old 


~ bag with gold coins. The bag was, 
an old one,torn and mended 
several times. Fairy Luck looked 
at the bag. She saw that it was 
weak. She warned the beggar to 
be careful, The coins were made 
of fairy gold. If they fell on the 
ground they would turn into mud. 

The beggar promised towatch 
the bag carefully and to tell Fariy 
Luck when to stop filling the bag 
with gold. As Fairy Luck began 
to fill the bag, greed overcame 
the beggar and he did not tell 
Fairy Luck to stop. He asked for 
more! The bag burst open and all 
the gold fell to the earth and 
turned into mud. Fairy Luck dis- 
appeared. The beggar went home 
a sadder and wiser man. 
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Have you ever wondered what the world would be 
ke tf people had never asked questions? There would 
be no bulldings or bridges, no cars or planes, no 
electricity — none of those itde things we ue everyday 
to make life more comfortable for ourselves, - 

Men like Pythagoras, Galileo, Einstein and Newton 
‘were great scientists because they were not afraid to 
‘ask questions. Not only do sctentiste question others 
but they also question themselves. The answers they've 
arrived at,form the basic sotentific lawe on which 
modern life 1s based. Questions are the best way to 
learn! 

Of course many of us do ask questions, but often 
teachers and parents are too busy to answer them. 
‘They haven't the time, energy or patience sometimes, 

Here are some questions that. children have asked 
me, Ifyou have any questions on any subject, T could 
anewer them for you. Just write to — 

Aunty Leela, 

Gokulam, 

Guindy, 

Madras-600 032, 

Hook forward to hearing from you, 
‘Your frend, 


Aunty boots 











* Who invented Ice cream? 

‘What a delicious invention! No 
‘one is absolutely sure who thou- 
ght of it first. 


Marco Polo brought back reci- 
es for ice cream from China, in 
the 13th century, He said that 
ice craam had been made in China 
since 3000 BC! 


Alexander the Great, conqu: 
‘ered the Egyptians about 2,300 
years ago. It is believed that Alex: 
ander invented this wonderful 
dish. There were no refrigerators 
in those days. Alexander would 
send his slaves,high up the moun- 
tains, to collact snow and ice. 
These men had to run back over 
‘the hot plains to the camp,before 
it melted! Alexander would mix 
honey, fruit juice and milk with 
the ice to make a sort of ice 
cream. 

* Where did fireworks come 
from? 





China! Yes, though the word 
fireworks reminds us all of Deepa- 


vali, it was in China that this 
exciting tradition, began. The 
Chinese invented explosive pow- 
der hundreds of years ago, and 
fire crackers were always used in 
their processions and festivals. 
They mixed explosive powder 
with various chemicals and put 
pinches of the mixture into pieces 
of paper or cloth. When lit,these 
burned with coloured flames and 
ended with a bang, 

Fireworks are not used only 
for pleasure. Sometimes fiares 
are fired by a ship in distress. 
Rockets are also used to carry a 








life line from one ship to another 
in very rough seas. 
REMEMBER Fireworks are not 











meant to be played with, but to ~ 
beenjoyed fromasatedistance. [1 arthdl, Statuc of Liberty Scllpr 
* Who built the statue of feature You can cimb 154 steps 
Liberty? Up inside it and go right up to it’s 


head, There are windows there, 
from which you can see miles 
around, For those who are more 
adventurous,a ladder leads up 
the raised right arm to the torch 
At night, the torch is lit and this 
beam is seen for miles around 













+ Why does peeling onions 
make us cry? 
Have you helped to peel onions 
sometime? How it makes the eyes 
burn! inside an onion, there's an 
oil called ally (pronouriced abi) 
When an anion’s outer skin is 
peeled off and the onion juice 
comes into contact with air, the 
allyl escapes from the onion,and 
rises in @ Sort of vapour. Though 
This famous bronze statue, was Our eyes Can't see this vapour 
built by a French sculptor named they can surely feel it! Allyi makes 
Frederic Bartholdi. Bartholdi built Our eyes and noses burn, Our 
fin France, and it was carried nerves have a clear line to the 
‘across the Atlantic ocean in 300 brain. A quick call for help is put 
manageable pieces andreassem- through by the distressed nerves, 
bled in America like a giant jig: 
saw! The enormous monument 
was placed on a pedestal, on 3 
little island right at the entrance 
to New York Harbour. The statue 
is 111 feet high! 
The statue of Liberty was agift 
tothe U.S. fram France. It mark 
ed a great moment in history — 
100 years of independence! 
This monument has an unusual 


The brain sends back @ message 
to the tear glands in the eyes to 
release our tears. These tears fill 
our eyes and soothe the stinging 
sensation. 


+ Why do ships float? 

Isn't it a strange thing thet a 
small stone should sink when 
dropped into a river, but that a 
boat — so much larger and hi 
er should float! 

Let's see why this happens. Fill 
@ bucket right up to the brim. 
Now, float a toy boat or a vessel Wy 
with a flattish bottom on thewater. [I 
The boat will float but some of ie 
the water will spill over onto the My 
ground. The water has to make 
room for the boat. You can drop 
2 stone into the bucket. Again 
‘some water may have overflowed. 

‘The water that has spilled over 
is said to be displaced. This is 
also the answer to the question! 
The stone sinks, because it is 
heavier than the water it has 
displaced, The boat floats,because This is true of all the ships in 
itis /ighter than the water it is has, the world. They are lighter than 
displaced. the water they have displaced. 











* What makes people yawn? 

Everybody yawns when they 
are tired, It is Mother Nature's 
way of making surewe are getting 
enough oxygen into our blood 
stream. When we are tired or 
sleepy we breathe slower and 
sometimes don't take in as much 
oxygen as we should. A yawn 
can automatically correct this. 

Have you noticed that when 
‘one person yawns people around 
him will also do the same? In fact 
people often say that yawning is 
catching! This isn’t true! Some- 
times when you see someone 
laughing, you laugh too,without 
knowing the cause — does it 
mean that laughter is infectious? 
No, indeed) This is due to what 
psychologists call “suggestion.” 
When one person laughs, or 
yawns, the idea of doing the same 
thing subconsciously "suggests" 
itself to others, 


* Why don't we feel the world 
going round? 








Have you ever flown in an 
aeroplane — thousands of feet 
off the ground? if you have you 
will know that when you are inside 
a plane it never foals as if it's 
moving. If you travel in @ car 
however, you will notice the sligh- 
test change in speed. You must 
now have guessed why. The 
objects like telephones poles, 
trees and gates outsideseem to 
rush past with great speed. Your 
‘eyes,can therefore tell you, that 
you are moving. 

‘Aplane travels much faster and 
the earth even faster than a plane! 





But there are no telephone poles 
to pass and to tell you that you're 
moving. Thereareno bumps either, 
and we spin smoothly, sitting on 
the earth. The sun tells us we are 
spinning, because it gets dark as 
we spin away from the sun, But 
this takes twenty-four hours 


0 our eyes don't see the move- 
ment. 








* How is the wick put into a 
candle? 


What a difficult task this would 
be! That's why we don't put a 
wick into a candle. If we did the 
wax would break into bits. Wax 
is not very hard, is it? 

Usually candies are made in 
moulds. Through each mould runs 
the material from which the wick 
is made. 

‘The moulds are filled with hot 
wax, Cold water is poured around 
the moulds to make the wax set 
hard. Finally the wicks are cut 
and the moulds removed. The 
candle is now ready to be lit. 








This feature brings you stories about the childhood 
‘of men and women from different walks of life. In this 
— our first issue — we have chosen the story of 
R. Krishnamurthy who was popularly known as Kalki 

Kalki was a very close friend of Rajaji. Like Rajaji, he 
too was a versatile man — a pioneer in the field of 
journalism, (see editorial on Page One) a novelist, a 
social reformer, an art critic and a lover of children. 
Here is the story of Kalki Krishnamurthy’s boyhood 
days. 








In a little corner of Tamil 
Nadu there is a tiny village called 
Puthamangalam on the banks of 
the River Kaveri. Another little 
village called Manal Medu is close 
by. The villages are both in the 
districtofTanjavur. ItwasinPutha- by everyone in our village. He 
mangalam that ! was born was an accountant of sorts. He 
My father was Ramaswami would go to Manal Medu to help 
Iyer. He was respected and liked the headman with the village 





accounts. Our house was called 


“the accountant’s house.” 

My father was a pious man. He 
was blessed with a strong voice — 
rich and clear as a bell. Evenings 
were the best part of the day, My 
father would come home after a 
hard day's workifirst on the fields 
‘end then at the accounting desk, 

* He would sit on the cool, stone 
ledge outside our house and sing 
No sooner was his voice heard, 
than the villagers gathered outside 
‘our house. They would sit around 
and listen with great pleasure. 

The songs he sang had moving 
and beautiful lyrics. He would 
often intersperse them’ with 
stories from the Ramayana or 
Mahabharatha, and readings from 
great Tamil literary works, Most 
People who enjoyed these im- 
promptu musical discourses 
would call my father Bhagavathar 
‘or Ponnu Iyer (which means, man 
with a heart of gold). These music 
sessions became a tradition. My 
father would always end the even- 
ing with one particular song. 
When he sang that last song 3 





strange fervour would come over 
me. | would tie bells on my feet 
and take the burning oil lamp in 
my hands and start dancing! 


My brother Venkataraman and 
|were inseparable. | always called 
him “anna” — which meant elder 
brother. He was just sixwhen my 
father began to teach him tosing 
ashtapadis, bhajans and namavalis 
— famous verses in praise of God, 
| was just three, but | would run 
to join in the music lesson. 

A gentleman named Swami- 
natha Iyer had a school in Manal 
Medu. The school was in the 
village hall, by the pond. Both my 
brother and | were enrolled in 
this school. Swaminatha Iyer was 
my first teacher. He taught me to 
read and write, | was about six 
years old,et the time, 

One day, something rather 
horrid happened. We had recited 
our tables, and Swaminatha lyer 
had said that the children could 
take a short break. | dragged my 
brother to the pond,and | waded 
in, Hearing the twittering of birds 





and the flapping of wings)! looked 
up. My foot slipped, and I plunged 
head first into deep water. 

“Oh! Oh!” shouted my brother. 
and just jumped in straight after 
me. An old woman who was 
washing her clothes by the pond 
raised the alarm, Our teacher ran 
out of the school and pulled us 
out of the water with the help of 
the other villagers. Within just 2 
few minutes the news of our 
adventure had reached our 
parents. They rushed to seeifwe 
were alright, We were held close 
and prayers were said. They even 
wept with joy and relief to see us 
safe! I'll never forget this 
experience. It left a deep 
impression on my mind. 

When | was eight years old, 
my brother and | were invested 
with the sacred thread. We had 
to learn several Sanskrit verses 
by heart. | had a good memory 
‘and found it easy. My brother 
was very impressed. He often 
remarked on it. There is @ very 
important section of the Yajur 
Veda called the Rudra japam. | 














learnt it by heart. When any 
special pooja to Lord Siva, was 
performed in our village temple, | 
was called to recite it! | was 
delighted and recited the Rudram 
with great enthusiasm, 

At about this time, agentieman 
called Aiyaswami lyer and his wife 
moved into the house next to 
ours. They didn’t have any 
children. Soon Aiyaswami Iyer 
took charge of our school. He 
renamed it Pandurangan school. 
We called him, ‘sir,’ 

Sir was very popular. He would 
offer sugar candy as a reward to 
anyone who could recite 3 verses 
from memory. If no one could, 
the candy would be distributed 
to all the children. 

Within 2 few months our father 
died. We were plunged into grief. 
Our teacher Aiyaswami lyer com- 
forted us. "I have no children 
Now. you are like my own. You 
are Rama and Lakshmanal” he 
said. 

1 worked very hard at my 
studies. Sirtaught us Tamil, Mathe- 
matics, History and Geography 


He had many books. His books 
were his wealth, He would lend 
Us his books to read, 

Aiyaswami lyer often called me 
Agastya, | was short like the great 
rishi and also good at Tamil, He 
would sometimes call me Rajappa 
which was his loving pet name 
for Sri Krishna, He would call to 
me through the window in the 
wall,between our two houses,and 
give me prasad, He would 
laughingly call me book-worm 
because | was always reading. 

| loved to read. | used to read 
‘even while walking in the street. 
One day,my mother sent me to 
buy betel leaves. | put the packet 
‘on my head and came home lost 
in my book. When | reached for 
the packet there was nothing on 
my head! 

By this time | had already read 
most of sir’s books. Besides Tamil 
books, | had read Edwin Arnold's 
Light of Asia, theworks of Parama- 
hamsa, Swami Vivekananda and 
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Meher Baba. It was only in later 
years that | regretted the neglect 
of my body for the sake of my 
mind, | hated games. Sometimes 
my brother would drag me 
outside to join in. 

Jenjoyed, almost preferred, my 
‘own company. | would stare for 
hours at a field of paddy, No sight 
was more beautiful. The wind 
would ripple through the tender 
green grain, making it look like @ 
mossy sea 

| was never frightened of the 
dark, | would go to the river after 
sundown. The stars would twinkle 
in the sky. Glow worms shone 
through the darkness. | used to 
think up strange stories, sitting 
there 

My brother and | never missed 
asinglemusicconcert or Harikatha 
(musical discourse) in the vicinity 
After we returned we would stage 
our own show, Thevillagers loved 
it, We come to be known as the 
Puthamangalam brothers and 
often gave programmes. 

The earliest Tamil novels were 
written at that time. Kuppuswamy 
Mudaliar and Doraiswami Iyengar 
wrote novels which | read and 
thoroughly enjoyed. | was always 
on the look out for a good novel. 

‘Once a gentleman who came 
to the village brought a detective 
novel with him. | sat beside him 
and waited until he had finished 
| borrowed it and read it by the 
light of a chimney lamp, almost 
forgetting to breathe. Itwasnearly 
3a. m, when | went up to bed. 






“I wouldn't mind being maroon- 
ed on an uninhabited island like 


Robinson Crusoe as long as | had 
some books," used to say. | also 
had the habit of changing the 
stories to suit me. 

There was a great poet called 
Bharatiyar in Tamil Nadu. | first 
read his poems when | was ten 
years old. Since then hardly 
day passes,when | don’t sing or 
hear one of his poems. | also 
discovered the pleasure of reading 
ancient Tamil poetry written by 
the Saivaite and Vaishnavite 
saints. 

There were only five classes in 
the Pandurangan school. My 
brother and | went to Mayuram, 
the nearest town to further our 
education. We stayed with an old 
lady, and studied in the municipal 
school. Though there were no 
school fees, we had to pay the 
old lady for feeding us. Our family 
couldn't afford it. My brother 
went home after a few months, 
and before the year was out | too 
returned to Puthamangalam. 

‘At home, | helped my brother 
with the accounts. My hand- 
writing was good and | usually 
never made mistakes in maths. 

When | was seventeen years 
old my aunt came to Puthamanga- 
lam. Everyone was keen that | 
should resume my schooling. My 
aunt said she would take me with 
her to Tiruchinapalli where she 
lived, if my brother could pay the 


school fees. My family thought it 
was 2 good idea. 

Iwas reluctant. My classmates 
were in college and | had to join 
the eighth standard. | felt embar- 
rassed and awkward, 

My family persuaded me that | 
didn’t look seventeen and that no 
‘one would laugh. Everyone knew 
of our financial constraints after 
all. 

‘And so | went to Trichy. | oined 
the Hindu Secondary School, The 
week | joined, we were asked to 
write an essay on Vivekananda’s 
life and work. To my astonishment 
my essay was read out in the 
class, 

That year | worked hard and got 
goodmarks. Onmerit, was award: 
ed a full scholarship to study in the 
Trichy National School. | had even 
got free accomodation. | wi 
thrilled because | would not be a 
burden to the family any more. 
The three years | spent at the 
Trichy National Schoo! were 
‘extremely pleasant ones. 

‘And so, my childhood years 
fled past.... My life took a fresh 
turn when | joined the Non-Co- 
‘operation Movement. I left schoo! 
to serve my country. 





Compiled by Anandhi Rama- 


ichandran from the biography by 


‘Sunda. 








Father: Why is the list short this 
year? 


Son: Thisis the list of text books, 
dad! They'l give me the list of 
notebooks tomorrow. 


Nill you 


Writefor us 








We're sure many of you enjoy writing. Do you 


write stories, poems, or articles? Why don’t you send 
them to us? You can also send us jokes, anecdotes, 
real life incidents, interesting snippets and puzzles 
which you would like to share with the other readers, 


Only remember: — 


ere 


x og 


Write only on one side of a sheet of paper. 
Write as neatly as possible, 
The matter you send must be original. If 
you have adapted it from some other source 
don’t forget to mention it, 
Sorry, we cannot return the manuscripts that 
aren't used 
‘Always write your name, age and address clearly 
‘on the left hand corner of your article. 
You can also send us a passport size, black and 
white photograph of yourself. 
Our address: — 

Gokulam (English), 

Guindy, 

Madras-600 032 














=FOR JUST FOUR RUPEES= 








Ravi, you come from a weal- 
thy family. | know you will help 
me. Your father runs a bus 
service. Can you get me a job in 
his company? Please.....?” 

“| would help you if | could 
Mohan, It’s true that my father is 
a rich man but he's very particular 
about choosing employees. He 
makes detailed enquiries about 
their character and background 
He rarely accepts recommen 
dations from anyone. 

“But, Ravi will you try? I'm 
desperate,” said Mohan. 

“Ravi thought fora minute. “| 
have an idea,” he said. “Let us 
talk over a cup of coffee, come 
on!” The friends crossed the street 
and entered a crowded cafe 
found a secluded comer and sat 
down facing each other. 


They 
R.VASANTHA RATAN 


“Tell me about your idea, 
Ravi,” said Mohan, Just then the 
waiter came up. 

‘Two coffees, please, said Ravi. 
As the waiter walked away Ravi 
turned to Mohan, Now listen to 
me, Mohan, You know | hate 
using my position, like this. I'm 
doing it only for you. After all 
we were classmates upto the 
ninth standard. | know that your 
parents couldn't afford to spend 
‘on your further education. I'd 
really like to recommend you to 
my dad straight away.... but he 
would never understand......." 

“Why not....?” said Mohan 
leaning forward. 

The waiter brought their coffee. 
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Both boys began to sip the 
steaming liquid 

My dad usually goes to office 
by car, but on two days of the 
week he takes a bus. You see 
these buses belong to us and he 
likes to make sure that the service 
is good and that the driver and 
conductor are reliable chaps.” 

“"S0...2" said Mohan, looking 
puzzled. “What has that got to 
do with my getting a job?” 

“Listen.... on the days my father 
takes a bus you get into the same 
bus and try and make a favourable 
impression on him. He will surely 
notice if you behave in a kind 
and courteous manner, He beli- 
eves that helpfulness must be 
rewarded. Just pretend that you 
don't know who he is. Once he 
approves of you, I'll introduce 
you both casually, and he may 
give you a job. Think my plan 
will work?” asked Ravi 

“don’t know, but | will give it 
a try,” said Mohan. “Thanks my 
friend. You've given me some 
hope! 

That's okay, but one word of 
caution. My father is not the easy 
going sort. He is an extremely 
demanding man. He will expect 
utmost dicipline from his 
employees. He has many ways 
of observing their behaviour 
without their knowing it. I've 
heard some of his employees say 
that he even uses disguise some— 
times, So be careful... huh?” 
warned Ravi 


Don't worry,” said Mohan 


looking much more cheerful. “I'll 
definitely impress him.” 

The waiter came up with the 
bill; Ravi accepted it, and the 
friends left the cafe together. 


Mohan followed Ravi’sinstruc— 
tions, He got into the same bus 
as Ravi’s father on two mornings 
every week and never lost a single 
‘opportunity to impress him. If 
anelderlypassengergotin. Mohan 
would jump up and say “Sir, 
please take my seat”. He would 
wait for someone to drop some- 
thing — a book, a pen or even a 
hanky, so that he could pick it 
up and return it to them, 


Whenever Mohan did one of 
his little good deeds he would 
watch Ravi’s father out of the 
corner of his eyes to see if he 
had noticed. 


One Thursday, Ravi decided 
that the time for a casual meeting 
had come. He warned Mohan. 
“Vil come with my dad on the 
bus tomorrow. Pretend 
chance meeting — okay: 
said. 

“Sure! I'll be well on time to- 
morrow," said Mohan 

The next day Mohan got into 
the bus and saw Ravi and his 
father sitting in the last seat. He 
went upto them. 

“Hello, Ravi!” he said in a 
surprised voice. “How come 
you're on the bus today?” 


“Hello, Mohan, It’s been such 
a long time! How are you! What 





are you doing these days...” 
asked Ravi innocently. 

“Vm well, but | continue to 
look for a job, It’s not easy to 


find one you know...,” replied 
Mohan: 
‘This is Mohan, Dad. He 


studied with me upto the ninth 
and then had to leave. Do you 
have any openings for him, Dad?” 
asked Ravi. “Perhaps, you could 
help him? 
“Don't pester him like that,” 
said Mohan, “I'm pleased to meet 
vas 
ad, he couldn't afford to 
complete his schooling. I'd like 
you to help him,” said the soft- 
hearted Ravi 






“A job... hmmm... | have to 
see. | think we need a new man 
at the branch office. | will check 
and let you know.” 





if you can answer these 
ions. They are all related to 
ics. Semantics is tha study 
of the meaning of words and 
sentences in a language. 









What is an antonymn? 
‘What is a synonym? 

What is a homonym? 
What is @ homograph? 
What is a homophone? 


PRON 





Turn to Page:37 for the answers. 
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Ravi's school stopwasannoun— 
ced. “Here's my school!” said 
Ravi and he lightly hopped off 
the bus. The bus left, trundling 
away in a cloud of dust and 
smoke. 

Another month passed. Ravi's 
father did not say one word about 
Mohan or the job at the branch 
office. Ravi decied to end the 
suspense. 

One evening. 

“Dad!” said Ravi hesitantly.. 

“Yes, Ravi? What is it?” asked 
Ravi's father, lowering his news- 
paper. 

“Do you remember my friend 
Mohan, Dad? It’s about that job 
you said you'd give him. 

“| found someone else for the 
job, Ravi,” said Ravi’s father. “1 
thought you'd be upset so | said 
nothing.” 

Ravi was shocked and even a 
little angry. “That's not fair, dad? 
How could you? You know how 
much it meant to Mohan.” 

“Ravi I'm sorry to tell you that 





your friend isn’t the sort of chap | 
wanted for the job. At first | was 
impressed by his outward show 
of good manners. He seemed kind 
and considerate. But | was wrong. 
He's quite dishonest!” 

"Dishonest? Why, what do you 
mean....?” asked Ravi bewildered. 

“I decided to set your friend a 
little character test-not once but 
twice and he failed both times.” 
said Ravi's father. 

“What-sort of test?” asked Ravi. 

"Well, lasked the conductor to 
give him two rupees extra when 
he returned his change, and on 
both the occasions, your friend 
got off the bus quitely without 
bothering to return the extra 
amount. Now tell me.... have | 
really been unfair?” asked 
Ravi’s father. 

Ravi, did not know what to say. 
He was a little ashamed of his 
friend’s behaviour and knew that 
his father was right. He realized 
that Mohan had lost the chance 
of a steady income for just four 
rupees 
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AWorld 
Underground 


Anis are extremely intelligent and 
hard working creatures. They are, 
in fact all that human beings should 
be, but are often not! Like us, ants 
live in groups — a society in which 
there is a job for everyone to do. 
They divide and share the work so 
that every member of the society 
canlive in comfort. This s the system 
of social interdependence, but 
among human beings it often 
doesn't work very well. That's 
because some of us are lazy, some 
of us are dishonest and some of us 
are selfish, Ants have very few or 
none of these human failings. Per— 
haps they realize, (unlike humans), 
that if each ant does not cary out 
its allotted duty the ant species will 
be wiped off the surface of the earth. 

‘Ants build nests underground. 
Their nests are criss—crossed by 
little passages that connect all the 
little rooms together. Each nest is a 
beautifully designed home. There's 
a place in it for everything! 

‘There are thousands of anis in a 
nest. The largest ant is the Queen. 


She is the most important creature . 


in the nest. She lives in the royal 
chamber. Her only task is to lay 
eggs. When the eggs haich, some 


a 


new queens and male ants are born. 
When they grow up they grow wings 
and fly away to form new nests and 
start new families. This is called the 
marriage flight! 

When the eggs hatch who looks 
alter the young ones? The female 
worker ants do! The female worker 
ants take on all the duties of looking 
after the nest. The nest throbs with 
their furious activity. These ants 
never stop to sleep throughout their 
lives. They can sometimes go 
without food for five days, and can 
cary many times their own weight. 
‘So much work to be done! The 
eggs have to be carried to the 
nursery as soon as they are laid. 
‘The nursery has to be tended. The 
larvae which hatch out of the eggs 
are always hungry, and have to be 
fed! When the larvae hibemate 
(take a long nap) and tum into 
pupae they have to be shifted again. 
Food, has to be gathered so the 
hunters hunt for food and store 
them safely. There's a separate 
chamber for each kind of food — 
rice, wheat, sugar, and so on! Isn't 
that wonderful? 


People who have studied 


history of the world say that man ever seen an ant highway? When 
became ‘civilized’ because he leamt two ants meet they often look as if 
touse and control Nature. He leamt they've stopped to ‘chat’ and catch 
to make and use fire. He also leamt up on all the gossip! Do they really 
to sow seeds, and grow food for recognize each other? Many of our 
himself, instead of searching for it, questions about their behaviour have 
and making dowith what he found. not yet been answered. 
‘One of the most amazing things Gerald .Durrell, the famous 
about ants is that they can actually aturalist has seen an ant war — one 
be ‘farmers. species against another! He 

Leaf cutter ants use special describes how the ‘scout’ ant clim- 
chambers in the nest to grow 2 bed up a blade of grass. Do ants 
kind of fungus with which they feed climb grass to view things. in the 
their young. This is just what @ distance like a man climbing a tree? 
farmer does! No one knows for sure. 

bird sok ak ies sel ees Many scientists all over the world 
called aphids. The aphids provide 1,210 rSalized the importance of 


the ants with food. When aphids : 
the ants wih food, When 2phids studying the group behaviour of 


juice called honey dew that the ants 
love. So they "Stroke" the aphids 
just as dairy farmers milk cows. 
Some ants build ‘stables’ for their 
aphids and feed them with roots 
under the ground. 

Ants use their antennae to smell, 
feel and recognize things. Have you 


ants. Perhaps one of you, can 
answer some of these questions, 
some day! 

Don't you think we have a lot to 
eam from ants about unselfishness, 
hard work. self discipline, and 
co-operation? Yes, an ant’s nest 
' a perfect world underground! 


INSIDE THE ANT'S NEST 
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MyBed is aBoat 


My bed is like a little boat; 
‘Nurse helps me in when | embark; 
She girds me in my sailor's coat 
And starts me in the dark. 


At night |. go on board and say 
Good-night to all my friends on shore; 
shut my eyes and sail away 
‘And see and hear no more. 


‘And sometimes things to bed | take; 
As prudent sailors have to do; 

Perhaps a slice of wedding-cake, 
Perhaps a toy or two, 


All night across the dark we steer: 
But when the day returns at last, 
Safe in my room, beside the pier, 

find my vessel fast. 





Robert Louis Stevenson was born in Edinburgh, 
Scotland on November 13, 1850. He was a weak 
child and had frequent bouts of ill health. He always 
wanted to be a writer and wrote many stories when 
he was in school. His father was an ambitious man 
and young Robert became a lawyer to please him. 





FROM A RAILWay 
CARRIAGE 


Faster than fairies, faster than witches, 
Bridges and houses. hedges and ditches; 

‘And charging along like troops ina battle 
‘Allthrough the meadows the horses and cattle: 
All of the sights of the hill and the plain 

Fly as thick as driving rain; 

‘And ever again, in the wink of an eye, 
Painted stations whistle by. 

Hereis a child who ciamibers and sorambles, 

All by himself and gathering brambles; 

Here is a tramp who stands and gazes; 

‘And there is the green for stringing the daises: 
Here is a cart run away in the road 

Lumping along with man and load; 

And here is a mill. and there is a river; 

Each a glimpse and gone for ever! 








Stevenson wrote two books for his son Lloyd. 
Many of you must have read Treasure Island. The other 
book was A Child’s Garden of Verse. These four 
poems are chosen from this lovely book. When we 
read these poems we realize that Stevenson knew @ 
great deal about the way young people think and feel. 








‘At evening when the lamp is lit. 
Around the fire my parents sit; 
They sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not play at anything. 


Now, with my little gun, | craw! 
Allin the dark along the wall, 
‘And follow round the forest track 
‘Away behind the sofa back. 


‘There, in the night, where none can spy, 
Allin my hunter's camp | lie, 

And play at books that | have read 
+ Till itis time to go to bed. 








Mearching dehy 


Bring the comb and play upon it! Allin the most martial manner 


Marching, here we come! Marching double-quick; 
Willie cocks his highland bonnet. While the napkin, like a banner, 

Johnnie beats the drum. ‘Waves upon the stick! 
Mary Jane commands the party, Here's enough of fame and 

Peter leads the rear: pillage, 
Feet in time, alert and hearty, Great commander Jane! 

Each a Grenadier! Now that we've been round the 

village, 
Let's go home again. 





Kory T30ons 






These are the hills, these are the 


ae 
These are my starry solitudes: 7 
‘Ang tnere the river by whose brink 
The roaring lions come to drink. 


| see the others far away | 
As if in firelit camp they lay. | 
‘And I, like to an Indian scout, 
‘Around their party prowled about. |} 

iy 


So, when my nurse comes in for me, [7ar= 

Home I return across the sea, - 
And go to bed with backward looks 
‘At my dear land of Story-books. 
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The sugarcane in the big field 
was ready for harvest. One young 
sugarcane stood proudly by the 
canal, He shone a glossy purple 
in the sunlight. He was rather 
vain, He looked at the old Neem 
tree on the other side of the canal 
and began to boast. 

“Old Neem tree! Everyone 
loves sweet things. That's why 
everyone loves me. | am of use to 
men in so many different ways 
You can't help a man at all. You 
are as bitter as | am sweet. Even 
to think of your taste makes me 
sick!” laughed the sugarcane. 

The old Neem tree did not say 
aword. “Why should | reply to his 
silly comments?” thought the 
Neem tree. "He is young, and will 
learn the truth in time.” 

“Look!” shouted the sugar- 





cane. “Here comes a little boy! 
'm sure he is coming to taste my 
sweetness. | am fresh and juicy. 
He won't come near you, so don't 
worry, Neem tree. He'll never bite 
off a piece of you even by mis- 
take!” gloated the sugarcane. 

The little boy came closer. He 
stood underneath the Neem tree 
and looked up. 

“My teeth have black cavities,” 
he said, “from eating too many 
sweetmeats.” 

The sugarcane’s face fell in 
dismay when he heard these 
words. The boy remembered 
something 

"Brush your teeth with aneem 
twig everyday. It's the best thing 
for your teeth,” — his mother 
had said. The boy broke off a 
twig from the neem tree, and 
began to chew on it. Brushing 
his teeth vigourously he walked 
away. 

The sugarcane watched this in 
silence. He felt very ashamed of 
the mean things he had said to 
the tree. "Neem tree,” he said in 
‘a small voice, "| was wrong. Will 
you forgive me? We each serve 
man in our ownway, don't we?” 

The Neem tree smiled. "You 
are learning much sooner than | 
thought!” he said. 








‘These stories have been written by two of our young T: 
lreaders. Do you write stories too? You can send us the stories, 
larticles or jokes that you have written. Just remember to write 

‘8s possible, using only one side of a sheet of paper. We lool 


{forward to your contributions. 





“Mother!” yelled Varun, "My 
summer vacation begins today! 
Two whole months....”” 

“Yes, | know son!” said his 
mother Pooja, "But how did you 
do your last exam?” 

“t've done very well, mother,” 
said Varun, as they turned to enter 
the house. "What have you made 
for lunch?’ 

It was a very small house, just 
a couple of tiny rooms. Varun 
washed his hands and his mother 
served him lunch, They had lived 
in this house since Varun was 
three years old. Before that they 
had lived in a large house, His 
mother spoke of it sometimes but 
he couldn't remember it. He 
couldn't remember his father Alok 
either. 

Varun's father had been a good 
man, decent and hardworking 
He had died when Varun was 
just three and had left Pooja and 
Varun to fend for themselves. But 
Pooja was a brave woman, She 
dreamed of Varun becoming a 
successful man. She was well 
liked in the neighbourhood. 
People discovered that she was a 
fine seamstress and began to give 
her their material to be stitched. 
She worked hard and earned 
‘enough to send her son to school, 
but there never seemed enough 
for ‘extras.’ Pooja’s clothes were 
old and worn. © 

“Mother, I'm not going to sit 
around doing nothing these hol 
days. I'm going to find work, 
said Varun firmly. 

“Darling, I'm here to look after 
you, why must you work?” pro- 
tested Pooja, Secretly, Pooja was 











pleased to see this first sign of 
responsibility in her son, 
“Mother, just look at your sari," 
said Varun, "There are stitches in 
slmost every inch! I'm going to 
buy you a beautiful sari from my 
first income, You see, it's my 


dream, and | want to see it come 
true, 


They had just finished lunch 
as they heard a knock, Varun 
opened the door and blinked in 
astonishment. The headmaster of 
his school, Mr. Sharma stood 
outside. Varun was. slightly 
nervous when he saw the head- 
master. He was supposedto bea 
strict man, though he had been 
very nice to Varun 

“Hello, Varun! Is your mother 
home?" asked Mr. Sharma 





“Yes, sir! Please, come in,” said 
Varun, 
“Good afternoon, sir!” said 





‘00a getting to her feet in a hurry. 
“Do sit down, Will you have some 
tea?" Pooja was flustered 
“Please don’t bother. | just came 
to bring you some good news.” 
said Mr. Sharma beaming. "Do 
you remember, you wrote an 
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‘exam in November, Varun?” 

"Yes, sir!” replied Varun. He 
looked puzzled. 

“You've come first in the whole 
state, Varun. You've got a full 
government grant to take care of 
your higher studies and five 
hundred rupees in cash for your 
immediate needs. Congratu- 
lations, my boy! We are very 
proud of you! 

Pooja and Varun were speech: 
less with delight 


““Lknow you must be delighted 
madam, You have a great deal to 
be proud of. He's a fine boy.” 
said Mr. Sharma, Pooja took the 





money he held out. 

The headmaster turned to 
Varun. “My boy, | inadvertently 
‘over heard what you were telling 
your mother as | came in. You 
can go and buy her a sari today! 
Your dream is fulfilled. He took 
leave of them, promising toreturn 
another day. 

Pooja hugged Varun close. 
‘Your dream was to buy me a 
sari my son, but today, you have 
given me an assurance, that my 
dream too will be fulfilled, You 
are going to grow up to be a 
successful man, just like your 
father!" 





— A. Annadurai, 































































Ikis a noisy street. Homs blaring, 
cars zooming by, the shrill ting-2- 
ling of bicycle bells, the whine of 
mopeds and scooters and the cries 
of vendors. As the cafnoses its way 
down this street it takes a turn into a 
lane, and immediately the noise of 
the traffic becomes muted. Down 
you go, trees shading your path, 
little houses on either side. As you 
draw nearer you can hear noises 
again, but of adifferent kind Sounds 
of young, vigorous human beings, 
voices pulsating with excitement, and 
the sheer joy of living You have 
arrived at my school... 

The school is a large one. Near 
the gate, you see a large building to 
the right. The noise scems concen- 
trated here! The building's @ pleasing 
symphony of brown and cream. 

Hordes of children dressed in 
smart, blue uniforms rush past. You 
fee lost, bewildered Then apprehen 
sion slowly disappears when two of 
them stop and inquire courteously 
as to your errand in the school. 

‘On your lefts a vast playground, 
where morning and evening, cars of 
all shapes and sizes may be seen, 
from Mercedes Benzes to Mortis 
Minors! Atthe moment itis deserted 
— there are patches of brilliant green 


g 
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here and there on the lawn. On the 
other side, is a well-laid out basket 
ball court. Next to itis an unpainted 
building. The auditorium is under 
construction. When you walk down 
the drive, you see a small square 
with trees planted around it. Here 
stands the pride and joy of the school 
— the canteen, Hundreds of hungry 
and thirsty children congregate 
around the stall during break, cla- 
‘mouring for drinks and popcorn. 

Strains of children's lisping voices 
float down from the music hall. You 
pass the principal's office around 
which silence prevails into the pri- 
mary school which is a multitude of 
thatched cottages under the shade 
‘of the many trees growing here. 
There rises a babel of voices, some 
inglee, somein sadness, some com 
plaining, some mischievous. Above 
these you hear the teacher's voice, 
cheerful and firm. 

So many impressions to carry 
away! You have entered another 
world, aworld of happiness, laughter 
and fun — yet a world where stu 
dents strive for achievement in every 
sphere. The atmosphere of this 
haven lifts you into the clouds. 


Akhila Ramnarayan, Aged 14. 
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Beghu sat curied upinanarmchair. 
‘Abook lay open on the floor beside 
hhim, He.was frowning, lost in thought. 

““Hi, Raghu! Lost ail your money? 
All your ships wrecked?” | teased as | 
entered his room, 

Raghu was startled out of his 
reverie, “Oh!” he said, “I didnt hear 
you come in. I'm thinking about the 
thieves in this story. You see, they're 
after aman who...” 

Oh, nol He'll never: stop now, | 
“Iwish he woulde’t 











Raghu was very fond of detective 
stories. His father was a police 
inspector. He himself wished to grow 
‘and become a detective. What an 
exciting lite he would lead then! 

''m catching up on all the latest 
techniques,” he would say and turn 





trapping thieves and catching 
smugglers, He watched for strange 
looking men and kept a sharp eye on 
their behaviour. 

Whenever @ new idea occured to 
him he would turn to me and ask his 


favourite question... "What do you 
think...2" Of course he never waited 
for an answer, Whenever he asked 
‘me that question | would put my head 
‘on my hands and groan. 

“A diamond ring is stolen... it 
belongs toa very rich man who hasa 
wife and a brother, 2 cook...” The 
story was always involved. it would 
‘always end with "What do you think?” 
‘and before |could even begin to think 
he would start explaining and listing 
endless possibilities. 

‘Slowly I noticed that Raghu's schoo! 
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work began to slide. He ahd | had 
always been among the top rankers. 
‘Suddenly Raghu was nearer the last 
rank than the first. His marks were 
very poor. He began to buy more 
detective novels and these he devoured 
with great relish. One day, he appeared 
in schoo! with a pair of dark glasses. 
“Hey, Raghu! If'@ smuggler stands 
beside you now, it will be difficult to 
tell the gangster from the cop,” teased 
‘one of the boys, Everyone roared with 
laughter. But Raghu didnt care, "A 
detective must wear dark glasses 80 
that he can observe people without 
being spotted by them...” 

“Oh, stop it Raghul” | cried in 
‘exasperation, 








Roohu desperately wanted a pair 
of binoculars and kept pestering his 
father for a pair. Finally his father 
‘gave him one and it kepthim awfully 
busy. He would peer through th 
people on the streets and the comit 
and goings in nearby buildings, Then 
his dearest wish came true! When his 
uncle came to stay he brought Raghu 
2 splendid camera. Raghu spent all 
his money on film for the camera, He 
photographed everyone whom he 
thought looked like criminals, 

Raghu developed a deep distrust 
‘of men who wore beards or long side- 
burns. He would follow them and 
photograph them and try to keep track 
Of their actions throughhis binoculars. 

| tried to argue with him, “Raghu, 
beards and whiskers are the in thing 
today,” I said in exasperation. "You'll 
come to grief one of these days or 
look a real fool.” Of course, it was 
useless. 

“Look. look at that man!” said Raghu 
urgently. “He's staring at that coconut 


























tree, Is he watching for a signal?” 

shook my head, "Coconut trees, 
my foot! Try fora little common senso 
and learn to mind your own business. 
It you paid half the attention you pay 
to this foolishness to your text books 
you might do better in class for a 
‘change. Do you realize you have exams. 
next week?” 
‘You and your exams!" muttered 
Raghu, 

‘Alright! I'm going home, you can 
gape at the coconut tree,” | said 
angrily, and walked off in a hutt. 











re day our classmate lost his 
pen, Raghu was immediately on the 
Job. "When did you use it last? What 


colour isit..?" The questions spewed 
forth in an endless stream, Tho boy 
who had lost the pen was irritated. 

Raghu, leave me alone, It's an old 
pen, | don't care if it’s lost, Just stop 
these silly questions. This isn’t 
‘a murder mystery, You can’t cross 
examine me. 

would have sunk through the floor 
in embarassment but Raghu didn't 
turn.a hair, He came upto me and 











tried to go on with his speculation. As 
he said, "What do you think..?* | 
interrupted him. “You know what | 
think, Raghu? Really..? | think your 
manners are deplorable. Why don't 
yoy learn to draw the line, 

‘One evening Raghu was alone at 
home. He opened the door and he 
was very happy to see me. The exams 
were getting closer and | had been 
studying hard. There was no time for 
visiting friends. 

“Oh, good! fm glad you came. Dad 
and Mum are out of town. Why don't 
you stay overnight?” asked Raghu 
loading me his to his room, book open 
on his table. | wasn’t surprised to see 
that it was a thriller. 

"Scared are yous Is the great detec- 
tive nervous of being alone?” | asked. 

"No, | fel ike company. its so boring 
otherwise,” said Raghu. “I'm not 
atraid!” 

| phoned my parents, and then 
chatted with Raghu for awhile. As 
Usual our conversation, kept veering 
to smugglers, robbers and the like 
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“Let's tur in now, Raghu" | said 
“Sure, come on,” he replied. We 

both went to his room and | was 

startled to see 2 gun iving on the bed. 





“That's a fake pistol. Doesn't itlook 
like a real gun?” asked Raghu with 
great satisfaction 
“What'sit for?" lasked curiously, 
“Ile to be prepared. It will come 
justin case there's a bret 


inuseful, 





switches along the bed, "These are to 
turn on the lights én the porch, the 
kitchen and the garden.” he said. 

I watched in amazement as Raghu 
prepared for bed. He placed a stout 
stick, a length of rope, a small knife 
‘and the pistol by his pillow. 

“The burglar will have a collection 
cof weapons to choose from,” | thought 
in amusement. | pulled the covers 
‘over myself. Icouldhear Raghu opening 
‘and shutting cupboards. "Did he ever 
‘sleep?” ! wondered and then Islept. 





It was dark and someone was 
shaking my shoulder. It was Raghu. 
“What is it?" | asked irritated. 

"Ssh! Wake up and come to the 
window. There are thieves hiding 
behind the bushes.” Raghu was pale. 
His voice trembled and his hands were 
clammy with perspiration. 

“Oh, yeah!" | said disbelievingly 
"Why is he hiding? is he shy? Po 
chap, ask him to come and rest” 
said sarcastically, 

“There's more than one of them, | 
tell you," said Raghu""F'm sure they're 
‘armed. We have only a fake gun. What 
shall we do?" | felt him tremble again. 

We both crept to the window. 
bushes rustled. said Raghu in 
terror, “There itis again...” 

Certainly there was something in 
the bushes, But thieves...? it looked 

















‘small. like... could be... | began to 
laugh. | grabbed the fake gun and 
fired, turning on the garden light at 
the same time. 

*Bandicoots!" | couldn't stop laugh- 
Ing. Raghu turned red. "Bandicoots! 
he repeated in a small voice. He looked 
‘at me laughing and giggled, He too 
laughed at the thieves. 

Hooked at Raghu. “Don't scare 
yourself silly with all these stories, 
Raghu. You know its a waste of time. 
Do well at school, That's really impor- 
tant. I'm sure you'll make a great detec: 
tive when the time comes.” 

“Yes, you're right,” said Raghu, and 
he looked up at me with a grin., "I 
have been a bit silly, haven't I? | shall 
{give up detection and crime for awhile 
and start studying for those exams. 
Come on let's go back to bed..." 








ANSWERS TO THE QUESTIONS ON SEMANTICS 


1. Aword of opposite meaning 
to another. 


Ex: ugly/beautiful, hot/cold 


2. Aword similar in'meaning to 
another. (often carit be exact) 


Ex: big/large, insane/mad, 
3, Aword with the same sound 


and spelling as another but with 
different meaning. 

Ex: rest (meaning repose)/rest 

(meaning remainder). bank 


4. Aword written and spelt the 
‘same way as another but pro— 
nounced differently when spoken. 

Ex: tear (rhymes with fear)/ tear 


(rhymes with dare) | 
(rhymes with feed)/ lead | 
(rhymes with red) 


5. Aword which is pronounced 
like another but spelt differently. 
Ex: foul/fow, led/le’d, wood/ 
would, 








Tt was a hot summer morning 
‘Sundar's eyes were drawn to the front 
pocket of his father’s white bush 
shirt, as it hung on the wall. A small 
‘metal object caught the light of the 
‘morning sun and gleamed. Itwas the 
golden lid of his father's new pen. 
The pen was beautiful to look at — all 
golden and red, Sundar wanted it 
very much. 

‘Dad, let me look at it... please...?” 
said Sundar, ashe put out his hand to 
pick it up. His father was too quick 
for him. He caught the hand which 
was reaching for the pen and smacked 
it. "No, no, you little rascal. This 
‘one’s not for you. You're really too 
‘caroless. You never keep your things 
carefully, How many pens 've bought 
you? You either break or lose them. 
Use one of your old ones. This is not 
for you,” he said. 

As his father disappeared behind 
the newspaper, Sundar turned away. 
He was very hurt. Just then Sundar’s 
little sister ran into the room holding 
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THE 
NEW PEN 


T.K .RAMASWAMY 


her slate tucked under her arm. “See, 
Daddy — Ive written my alphabet 
‘she said proudly “You're a good girl, 
Sweetheart.” said her father. Myth 
was @ bright child and she was really 
hardworking even at this tender age 
Her father was very proud of her, 
and loved to spoil her. Her big ayes 
fell on the new pen and she itched 
atit and cried out. "For mo, daddy? 
For me” inan excited voce Her father 
{6 not say 2 word. He patted Myth 
‘on the head and let the room. to get 
feady for work. as Sundar watched 
in silenc 

The next day, Sundar saw his 
father’s shirt hanging on the hook as 
usual. . but no pen gleamed gold in 
the sunlight. Mythil’s school bag lay 
fon the table. "A sudden thought 
Crossed his mind. He quickly 
fummaged through her bag. In her 
pencil box lay the new pen. Beside it 
{bya long bar of chocolate. 

“The lovely new. pen 
Mvthili... but she’s only 











for 
in the 


ursery....'m in Std lV... but Fm not 
(good enough for a new pen... wanted 
FE... How mean of dad!” The little 
boy was very upset. “I'lnever ask my 
father for 2 pen again.” he thought 
‘and made up his mind fo borrow one 
from his friends. He lefthis pencil box 
‘athome on purpose so that his father 
‘would notice and feel sorry. 

Why didn’t you bring your pen?” 
‘asked the teacher. "Why are you so 
Careless Sundar? Hold out your hand 
atonce, 

The four sharp raps of the ruler on. 
the itle palm left it burning and red 
Sundar didn't cry, but stood quietly. 
He was more hurtiby the words of his 
two friends, 

“No, Icartt lend you my pen. Ineed 
it to write with.” Mohan had said 
before class began. “if you wort ask 
your father for a pen then you'll have 
fo earn some money to buy one.” 
said Murthy. 

“Friends are fickle.” thought Sundar 
sadly. Yesterday he had shared all 
the delicious goodies his mother had 

iven him, with Mohan and Murthy. 

foday, he had only wanted to borrow 
“How mean of them,’ thought 

















tricycle so many times. | don’t even 

low Mythili to get on it. Today he 
ked me to buy my own pen! Thats 
not fair! Nobody cares for me. Daddy 
doesn’t, neither do Mohan and 
Murthy. Even our teacher hit me 
today.” 


The little boy was nearly in tears. 
He walked home slowly kicking stone 
along, watching it bounce and turn. 
He went inside the house and into his 
room, put his school bag on the table 
and flung himself across the bed. 

‘The window that overlooked the 
back of the house blew shut and 
‘Sundar got up to open it and looked 
out. A little boy dressed in a ragged 
shirt and dirty shorts stood outside 
poking through the garbage dump. 
with a long stick. As Sundar watched, 








the boy picked up bits of paper with 
the stick and pushed them into. sack, 

“He looks about my age, Why is he 
doing this work? May be his father 
refused to buy him a pen too...” No 
sooner had the thought struck him, 
‘Sundar slipped out of the back door 
and into the street, 

“Hey. you...." he called, 

The boy looked around in surprise 
“Me?” he asked. 

“Why do you collect waste paper, 
boy?" asked Sundar, “Have you run 
away to earn money because your 
father wouldrit buy you a pen? Does 
your father love only your little sister 
and buy her chocolates and things? 
Does your father hate you?" Sundar’s 
questions came quickly one after 
‘another, and the boy blinkedin surprise. 
in? No. no! I carft even write. 
‘What should I do with a pen? We are 
‘poor and my mother isill, that’s why | 
Collect waste paper to sell, As for my 
father, ! don’t have one” said the boy. 
“What are you talking about, | dort 
understand. What's your name?” 

“My name is Sundar. We live in this 
‘house but no one wants me anymore, 
'm very unhappy. Can | come with 
you? Fil help you to pick up papers 
paige 














“Come with me? No, no, no... Your 
people will kill me. Never will | do 
such a thing. Go inside before anyone 
hears you or | will get into trouble,” 
said the garbage boy. He picked up 
his bag and walked down the road. 
‘Someone had been listening to this 








conversation. Having returned home 
early from work, Sundar’s father sat 
inthe kitchen drinkinga cupot coffee. 
Sundar had left the back door ajar 
and he had heard all that Sundar said 
to the garbage boy, and realized 
Sundar’s feelings with a shock 
“Paor Sundar,” he thought “He 
thought no one loved him. didn't 
realize that | was showing Mythik more 
affection than Sundar. Yes (t's true | 
have not been fair at all its just that 
Mythilis 80 good tempered and hard 
working, Poor Sundar! He wanted to 
fun away with the garbage boy cf al 
things. I must somehow make t up to 
him® Having. made up his. mind 
Sundar's father called him in.Sundar 
ran back into the kitchen when he 
rd his father’s voice. 
Sundar, ve 2 present for you, 
son, but drink your milk frst and Il 
{ive i to ou" said Sundar’ father as 
fe placed a cup of milk in front of 
im. Sundar was happy to hear the 
gentleness In his father’s voce. He 
‘downed the milk in two guips. 
"What ist dad?” he asked 


‘Sundar's father took out a lovely 
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box from his pocket, and opened it 
Sundar’s eyes widened in surprise, 

“For me?” he asked in great surprise, 

In the box, lined with red velvet lay 
two of the most beautiful pens that 
Sundar had ever seen in his life, One 
was a fountain pen and the other a 
ball point. They werea matching set. 

‘Sundar, turned to his father. "Dad, 
what if | lose them or break them. 
May be you had better keep them. | 
would hate to lose such expensive 
pens,” he said in a small voice. 

His father laughed. “No Sundar, | 
know you'll keep them very carefully, 
without breaking or losing them. You 
aren't a little boy any more. | trust 
you, You must write your exams neatly 
With either of these pens. Don't worry. 
‘know you willl” He clapped Sundar 
‘on the shoulder “I'm very proud of 
my eldest son, you know.” 

‘Sundar swelled with pride. His father 
did love him as much as he loved his. 
Sister. In fact his father was proud of 
him. How silly to be thinking of running. 
away. He picked up the box and 
turned to his father. “Thanks, dad!" 
he said. “I'l keep them very safe.” 






























Asmall village 

| in Punjab... A baby 
boy was born to Kalu 
and his wife 


a 


What a beautiful baby! 
Let us name him 
Nanak. 
jee 
Nanak grew into 2 lovely 
child. Yet Kalu was worried about 
him. His wife tried to comfort 
him, 


You don't study at all. At. 
least go and tend the 






He is only a child, and he’s playful 
but he is very intelligent. 


















Wait Kalu! Don't 
be in such a hurry! 
Let me tell you 
the whole story! 
As Nanak lay sleep- 
ing on the ground 
a live cobra had 
raisedit’s hood and 
shaded his face 
from the sun like 
an umbrella. 






Just let himshow his 
face... Il thrash him. 








‘One day... 


Hey! Nanak! Look! The 
cows are entering 
Kanhaiya La's fields. 


They will rin the crop. 









That evening 





Kalu, Kanhaiya Lal is 
furious. I'm sure he will 


beat Nanak. 
Why should he 


beat my son? 
1 will punish 
him myself. Just 
let him come 





‘The next day Kanhaiya Lal went 


Nanak entered and overheard his 
to inspect the field, 


father's words. 



















Good Lord! The crop looks better 
the crop is unharmed. You | than before! Some divine power is 
jee for yourself in the behind Nanak. He is no ordinary 
here's no damage. boy. 


a 








Nanak often strolled through the 
forest 





Thése are all created by God 
How beautiful. 











During the rainy season, 








This peacock hears the thunder 

and quivers in excitement 
‘eagerly awaiting the first drops 
of the shower, 








praises of he Lord, who 
és wondrous Universe, 











If any Sadhus came to the village, 
Nanak would ply them with 
endless questions. 





Why is man born? 
Where does he go when he dies? 








One day Nanak brought @ boy of 
a lower caste home,and stood 
holding him by the hand... His 
mother was shocked. 


‘Nanak! Let him go and don't touch 


him! Send him away at once...1t 














Nanak! 
Tower caste. you ite and eat Your 
have anything to do food. son 

with him, we too 

will become out 
castes 


Today | shall dine with Rahim mother. He 
has invited me to his house for a 


you cannat 
eat at a Muslim's hous! 


you know it. 








They say God created 
all men, and then 
they say higher and 
lower castes... different 
religions... what a 
muddle... 





‘An auspicious day 
was chosenfor Nanak’s 
Sacred thread cere- 
mony, As the rituals. 
were beingperformed, 





Why should | 
wear this 
thread? 


Itis our duty to wear it, my boy, we are 
Brahmins, 
















Nanak was dissatistied 
with the reply. ‘Our duty does not lie in wear- 
ing this thread. Our duty lies 
in holding onto Truth and 
Compassion, in giving up our 
selfish desires and in 
practising control on our 





to this thread? Even a thief 
murderer can wear 








Those assembled are 
astonished. 


is right! This boy 
has quelled my pride.....1 


Such wise words at 
such a tender age! 


/orse still, he is always. 
trailing after sadhus.....1 


| thought Nanak would change his 
sways after the ceremony. He doesn’t 
study hard; he doesn’t work 





hard either; he just sits there 
staring blankly at the roof. Let us get him married, He 
doing nothing...! will soon k 


lites, 





He and his wife Sulakhni lived 
happily together, 









They were 
blessed with 
two sons 
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‘One day Nanab 
_——_—_ 


Nanak. you now have the responsibi- 
lities of a family man. You must 
earn a good living, Here take 

this money and start some - 
business. 


I must seek their blessings. 


O wise ones! | greet you and 







Seek your blessings, It is several days since 


we had a meal my son. 
Is there anyone in this, 
place who will feed us? 


‘ou will ive to hear the world sing your praises 





Nanak spent all the money that his father | Nanak returned to hi 
had given himin feeding the Sadhus, uae, 


My son! Have you started 
your business? 





| tspentthe perishabie money 

cr geod wa wah does net 
paral lamsatefed 
waintne rot 












‘Our hunger is satisfied. We thank 
you for your generosity. 

Nanak’s father was very 
angry and was about to 
strike himwhen his 
daughter Nanaki 
stopped him. 





Wait 
father 








Stood her 
vs 


Nanaki un 


pone || anak became a Mustirs accountant. 












You are a Hindu and | ama 


Father, tot me take Muslim. Yet we are friends 


Nanak with me to Sultanpur 
My husband will teach 
him some trade 


Why not? All of us are God's 
children 








Nanak’s brother-in-law 
was pleased with him, 


!hear that your 
brother is 
working hard 
and well 





Nanak’s childhood! Nanak, forgot himself and began to 
‘came to Sultanpur to visit him, sing as Mardana oytuly accompanied 





Mardana! 






‘Ah, such divine music! He always 
sings in praise of the Lord and 
righteousness! 






Some Hindus objected to Nanak’s 
habits, 


You are friendly with these Muslims, 
sir, but they follow a different 





We seek your blessings! All men are brothers myson, and 


all children of cod. 









One day Nanak would 
ppear dressed like 
Hindu priest 


Salutations, Gurudev! 







The next day Nanak would Nanak set out on a pilgrimage, Mardana 


be seen in the garb of a and a youth named Bala accompanied 
mullah, 


Hf you wish to come with me, you must 
verything you own, 





Mullah Sahib, salam! 








Nanak went 
from village to 
village. His 
simple songs 
echoed through- 
Out Punjab. 






He preaches 
only love! 













There has been no) 
Fain in Punjab! | am, 
offering her some 







Youfooll This water wit || The Hindus gathered mere were 
never reach Punjab ashamed 





1 do not intend to hurt you or ridicule 
your customs but rituals are meaningless 
if they do not teach you compassion 
and love. 





If the water you offer can reach 
your Ancestors in heaven, surely | 
‘what | offer can reach Punjab! 





















Youcannot see 
God by torturing 
yourbody. God 
lives in a kind 
heart. You 
mayattainHHim 
F by following 
th t 


Tahore A very nich 
Chand welcomed 


Tam daing penance and 
penctising contral of the 
sanads because} wish to |f 


s00 Gad 


give you wnateve 










In the other world? But sir, how 
can I take this to the other world? 














ee | $3. J 
When youcan'ttake even this needle 
with you when you leave this wor'd 
Row tan you take any part of your 
wreath? 





I give you this needle. You 
can return it to me in the 
ther world. 











Use your wealth wisely The Mughals Under Babur's leadership, 
Spend your riches in ||» Captured the city where Nanak and 
helping the poor and the Mardana lived Les 
needy. iz i 
















Faster! We need flour 
to make bread for 
the Mughal troops 





Nanak and Mardana were aiso || 
rradieltotarinch tour Inthe evening. Nanak as usual was 


lost in prayer 





Faster! Do you wish to feel the 
lash of my whip? 





[Tha gandiiohe began te move The story reactréd the earsor 
by itself! : 


‘A miracle! A miracle! 
ok 








Release 
Nanak 
at once! 


Ido not wish to 
be released unless. 
you release all the prisoners and return their belongings to them 


Nanak stayed in the home of a carpenter 
called Lalo. One day 


Malik Bagho 
has invited you 
to his house for 

urudev has given us anewilifel a feast. 


Lalo’s bread is ai 
‘more than W 
enough forme. 





| Malik Bhago cante to see Nanak. ‘Nanak took a piece of dry bread in 
‘one hand and Bhago’s sweet in the 
f other and squeezed. 


y/ 
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e bre 
if 
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You refused to come to my 
feast and you eat dry bread. 
So | have brought you some 
sweet meats. 


Pinaco, tas eget earned by 

‘sweat of his brow. Your sweets 
Ihave been earned from the tears 
lof the poor... 











| Soiian was a dacoit.... he told his men, 








Hindus and Muslims are the same to 
us! Kill them and steal their valuables, 





We are all brothers. Serve 
the poor and learn compassion. | 
| 













Nanak travelled to Mecca and Medina 
in order to spread the message of 
love and friendship. The Muslims 
welcomed him warmly. 





Nanak returned to 
India. The time of his 
death drew close 





‘We shall pertormhis last 
rites according to Hindu 
custom, 


No, no! Muslim traditions must be 
followed. 
















The Muslims must offer flowers to 
the left side of my body and Hindus 
to the right. The last rites must 
be performed by the side on which 
the flowers remain fresh, 





Nanak passed = 

away... The oh pre This is 

next day Ae) 3 Gurudev's 
message of 

The flowers remain love and unity 

fresh on ooth sides 

of his body, 





The teachings of Nanak are to be 
found along with teachings of the 
other Sikh Gurus in the Holy Text 
called the Guru Granth Saheb, 

This Book is worshipped in the 

4 Golden Temple of Amritsar. 





Kuppuswami iived in the largest 
house on the street, but he was 
miser. He hated parting with his 
‘money, People said that he was hard 
hearted and pitiless. He was.@_very 
selfish man and never did.a thing which 
did notadd tohis riches. Kuppuswami's 
son Appuswami was just ike his father, 
He never lifted a finger to help his 
friends, 

At the end of the street was a little 
hut, in. which a poor tarmer, Saktivel 
lived. Saktivel was poor but he was @ 
kind and thoughtful man and his son 
Thangavel had inherited his father's 
good nature, They had not much 
‘money but often thought of pleasing 
‘other peopleand making them happy. 

‘One night there was a terrible storm, 








Appuswami also came out of the 
house. He had been disturbed by his 
father’s angry voice. 

“What?” shouted Kuppuswami, 
“Spend the night, indeed! Do you 
think | run a hostel for wary travellers 
Clear off | say! 

“Yes, go away. | shall lock the gate 
in future,” shouted Appuswami, They 
went inside and slammed the door 
shut. 

The old man shivered and ventured 
out again into the pouring rain, He 
slowly trudged to the end of the street. 
He saw Saktivers litle hut, and paused, 
wondering if he should knock 

Saktivel opened the door and when 
he saw the old man standing outside, 
his face lit up, "Sir, please come in 











ARRIERON. 
FORTUNES 





‘The thunder was deafening and lightn 
ing rent the sky. An old mendicant 
paused at Kuppuswami’s gate and 
entered with the hope of spending 
the night on the porch, He sat down 
‘on the bench tired and dripping wet. 

The door opened and Kuppuswami 
came out, “Who are you? What do 
You want? It's so late, 'm sure you're 
Upto no good!” shouted Kuppuswami 
rudely, 

‘The old man stood up. “| was just 
passing by, sir, when | got caught in 
the storm, |am very tired and cannot 
walk any further in this weather. If | 
Could just spend the night on this 
porch...” | will go away in the morn 


thas he ploode 
E. Je 








Oh! you are soaked to the skin. 
‘Thangavel...1” 

‘Yes, father! said Thangavelas he 
peered from the door."Get a towel 
‘once. Our guest is soaked to the skin, 

“Please come in, sir” said Thangavel 

8 he unrolled the mat. "Do sit her 
IH get a towel and some gruel” he 
said and ran to do so. "You can rest 
here tonight” said Saktivel, "We will 
‘be honoured to have you in our humble 
home. Ido hope you will be comfort: 
able here.” 

“What is in @ house, my son? Its 
only the heart that counts,” said the 
mendicant. "| have found a palace 
hore.” 

The night passed and the old man 


DEEN 
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‘thanked the kind people and continued 
his journey, 

‘The years rolled by, The old mend 
cant was returning from his travels, 
‘When he reached the town where he 
had found such gracious hospitality, 
he went in search of Saktivers hut. 

‘When he neared the hut an angry 
voice came from within. "Who's there 
and what do you want? Must you 
pester me like this?” The door opened 
anda young man came out. He looked 
unkempt and was frowning, 

‘The mendicant was startled. "What 
had happened to the boy? He had 
been so gentle and courteous. Why 
had he changed?” he wondered. Sadiy 
the old man continued to walk down 
the street. He had gone a short 
distance when he saw a beautiful new 
house. He was tired and sat down an 
the porch, lost in thought. 





‘A young man emerged from the 
house, "Sir, do come in,” he said, The 
old man refused but the young man 
wouldrit accept his refusal, "Sir, you 
‘must come. itis a great honour for us 
tohave you, Do not refusg” hepleaded. 

The old man went inside and sat 
down. The young man brought hima 
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glass of cold buttermilk to drink, The 
‘old man peered closely at the young 
man.” My son, | think | have seen you 
before. What is your name?” he asked, 
“Thangavel, sir — many years ago 
you spent the night in our hut during 
a thunder storm,” reminded Thangavel. 
“Yes indeed, | remember. In fact | 
went in search of you to your hut. I'm 
very happy to see your new house 
and tofind you in good health,” rejoiced 
the mendicant. 


Then Thangavel told the old man 
how his father’s good nature had 
redeemed them from poverty, He 
had earned more and more money 
and built a house. He also told him 
that Kuppuswami's family had fallen 
on hard times and had gone to live in 
their old hut 


When he heard this, the old man 
realized that it was Appuswami who 
was responsible for his rude reception 
at the hut. He was thankful that 
‘Tangavel hadn't changed though the 
fortunes of both Thangavel and 
Appuswami had changed. He blessed 
Thangaveland resumed his journey. 








20" century pig —Peoveo and Satya 





Helio! Don't you know me? 
Yes, of course you do! | am your 
Tongue! Try as hard as | might | 
never seem to command even half 
the respect given to your Ears and 
Eyes. Afterall, 'm also part of you..! 

Idorit mind the respect accorded 
to Ears and Eyes as much as the 
fawning attention lavished on your 
Hair and Nails! All that cutting, 
shaping and polishing... all those 
creams and oils — grmh..! (Doesn't 
yourhead vibrate when Ido that?) 

No one js as useful as | am! 1 
serve you readily and well throughout 
my life, You cart say the same of 
anyone these days, can you? Eyes 
weaken as the years go by and so 
do Ears. Halrfades to grey or white 
Even your Skin grows coarse and 
wrinkled, Beauty pays a heavy toll 
to Age. But till your dying day | 
remain my-10cm-and-57 gm-selt 
Tryand imagine alife without me! 

Iwonder ifany of you realize what 
yourevery utteranceputsmethrough. 
Each time you speak | have towrithe 
and wriggle, roll and gyrate within 
my prison, keeping out of the way 
of your Teeth, Imagine your agony 
if [allowed myself to get caught, | 
hate making mistakes, but what do 
you do? Make up awful twisters to 
tip me up. “Red lony, Yellow lorry, 
Led Rolly, Yellow lolly." As I go 
huttling faster and faster I lose all 
control 





ama respectable chap. Not ike 
Frog's Tongue, who's so undignified, 
Shooting out faster than eye can 
follow to catch your awn food! Thank 
God, 'm human, My food is brought, 
to me. I'm important in:my own. 
right, | dorit have to feel the path 
ahead to find a way for my master 
like that Snake's Tongue. As I said, 
thank God, I'm human. 

“Nyah!"'— Do you know some 
people actually stick out theirtongues 
in order to make faces? Sometimes 
I feel very hurt, I'm not so ugly, 
am 1? Why should Ibe used to insult 
others like that? 

“Whispering tongues can poison 
truth.” says the English poet 
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fs, 


Coleridge, “The tongue no man can 
tame; itis an unruly evil” proclaims 
the Bible, I ask you.... is this fair? | 
am only your servant carrying out 
the orders sent to me by your brain. 
Lam just a boneless instrument 
Shakespeare is a wise man, He 
understands me. In his play Much 
‘Ado About Nothing he says: what 
hisheart thinks his tongue speal 

People accuse me of being nasty. 
‘They say I'm sharp and cutting... 
that I'm like a sword or a whip. 
Have you ever had a tongue lashing? 
I can only say I dort like to hurt 
anyone... t's not me who hurts, it's 
you! | only take the blame. 

‘Tastingismy life and I really enjoy 
that. How dull life would be if fruit 
salad and idlis and mud all tasted 
alike! | fee! dreadful when you are 
sick because I can't do what | was 
born to do... carft taste anything. 
That's when you realize how much 
my services mean... 

T have many nerve endings on 
my surface. You call them taste 
buds. I use my tip to taste saltiness, 
mysides for soumess, and mymiddle 
for sweetness. | reserve the back for 
bittemess. I dort really like bitter 
things much. Now scientists argue 
‘over me, because some of them feel 











that use all of me forall the tastes! 

The basic colours — red, yellow 
and blue can be mixed judiciously 
by painters to yield any number of 
beautiful colours. too am an arti 
Imix the basic tastes to form deli 
ful combinations... bitter sweet 
sweet sour... slurp! slurp! 

Do you know why the doctor asks 
you to stick out your tongue when 
you go to see him? | am like a 
magic mirror, and can tell him what 
your problem is, He checks to see if 
I'm red, black, white or yellow and 
he knows at once if you're suffering 
from jaundice, an infectious virus, 
anaemia or indigestion. That white 
coating that you sometimes see on 
‘mais really a finely ground paste of 
the food you've eaten, Do you brush 
me every morning? It'simportant to 
keep me clean. 

‘Oh! nearly forgot to tell you about 
the most important thing I do for 
you. You throw your food into your 
mouth in great big lumps. Your 
teeth break up the lumps and grind 
the food. But how? You see, the big 
lumps have to be moistened, and 
moved about, You can use water 
and a spoon to mix things in a vessel, 
In your mouth... you use Saliva 
and me. I mixand spread the Saliva 
generously until the mixture 
smoothens into a paste. Then you 
taste the food..... aaah! 

Alright! I'm going to stop blowing 
‘my own trumpet... but remember, | 
serve you loyally until the very end. 
Indeed ! am unique..... | am a 
nonpareil....s0 you had better mind 
your Tongue! 























We are so familiar with some * 


‘words today, that we never stop for 
‘a moment to wonder where they 
might have come from, Some words 
have very interesting origins. Some 
words change through use and 
become totally different. Let's look 
at some words we use everyday 
and see how they came into exist— 
ence... 

* “Let's make sandwiches for our 
picnic.” ‘The Earl of Sandwich 
actually invented sandwiches. He 
used to serve them as snacks 
during his card parties and now 
his personal name has become 
the name of a favourite food.” 





* “It’s raining. I'll leave my bowler 
hat at home but I'l need my cardi 
gan and mackintosh” 

Garments usually borrowed 
names from those who intro— 
duced them or wore them first. 
Mr. Bowler, Mr. Cardigan, Mr. 
Wellington, Mr. Mackintosh. 











“Yes, both men and women wear 
pants these days.” 

Pants is short for pantaloons, 
Pantaloons were worn in old 
Pantomimes, 


| love my plump little teddy 
bear” All stuffed bears are now 
called teddy bears as a matter of 
course. Actually the word teddy 
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is short for Theodore, In the late 
twenties in America during the 
publicity campaigns for President 
Theodore Roosevelt, the symbol 
used was a bear! 


* “Let's boycott this meeting.” 
Captain Boycottwesan rishman. 
He became very unpopular in 
1880 because he treated the 
tenants very badly. So the 
peasants organized a strike to 
obtain his removal. Boycott has 
come to mean a protest which is 
signified by a refusal to attend, 
* "You can use a piece of muslin 
to wipe it.” 
Many objects derive their name 
from the names of the places in 


which they are produced, calico 
from Calicut, milinery from Milan, 
port (a wine) from Oporto, and 
Muslin from Mosul. 

* Did you know that some words 
can be formed from initials? 


GE STA PO comes from 
Geheime Staats Polizei. They were 
Hilter’s secret police. WRNS 
(wrens)— Womens Royal Naval 
Service PLUTO — ‘Pipe Line 
Under The Ocean, 


* “Bye, see you later!" 

Bye is short for goodbye which is 
@ corruption and combination of 
the traditional farewell blessing "God 
be with ye 
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Charles Kingsley was born in Devonshire, England in 
the year 1819, on June 12. He grew up in the wilds of 
Nottingham. He studied in Cambridge where he met many 
Great poets and writers of his time like — Coleridge and 
Carlyle. 

Young Charles was a delicate and sensitive child. He 

began to write poems when he was just fouryears old! Asa 

choo! boy he was tender-hearted and forgiving. He was 
sensitive to ridicule. * 

He married a lady called Fanny and began to, teach in 3 
London college. When his health filed he retired to api 
Called lifracombe which was by the sea. Here, he gradually 
recovered his health. It was during this time that The 
Wet er Babi es tookshapeinhismind. The book was 
published in the year 1863. 

{mn the following pages we can only give you a glimpse 
into the beautiful world of The Water Babies. Perhaps you 
‘Would like to read the story in his own words some time! 
—x 
Once upon atimethere wasa poor Irishwoman, trudging along 
little chimney-sweep, whose name with a bundle on her back, 
was Tom, Mr Grimes called out to her, 











In those days chimneys were not 
cleaned as they are now, but by 
little boys who had to climb up 
inside the the chimneysand sweep 
down the soot. Tom worked for a 
cruel master called Grimes. 

One day Mr Grimes had orders 
to goto Sir John Harthover's house, 
to sweep the chimneys. Out from 
the town into the country rode 
Grimes on his donkey, and Tom 
walked behind with the brushes. 
Presently they caught up with a 





“This is a hard road, lass. Will you 
ride behind me” 

She answered quitely, ‘No, thank 
you; I'd sooner walk with your 
little tad here.” 

"You may please yourself,” 
growled Grimes, and went on 
smoking his pipe. 

She walked beside Tom and 
talked tohim, She asked him where 
he lived and what he knew, and he 
told her all about himself. Then 
Tom asked her where sie lived, 


and she said far away by the sea. It 
sounded wonderful to Tom. 

At last, at the bottom of a hill, 
they came to a spring, and there 
Grimes stopped and knelt down 
and dipped his ugly head into the 
‘water — not to be clean, but to be 
cool. 

‘Why, master, I never saw you 
do that before,’ said Tom. ‘I wish 1 
‘might dip my head in.” And he ran 
to the stream. 

“What do you want with washin 





yourself?’ ha 
caught Tom by the sera 
neck, und began to beat him. 

‘Are you not ashamed of your 
self, Thomas Grimes” cried the 
Irishwoman, 

"No. nor never was yet.’ said 
Grimes, 

“True for you. If you had ever 
been ashamed of yourself, you 














would have gone to Vendale long 
ayo.” 

"What do you know of Vendale'™ 
shouted Grimes. 


‘Tknow about Vendale and abvvat 
you too.” said the Trishwoman 












will tell what I know.” 
Grimes let the boy go, and set 
off again without another word and 
Tom took up the brushes again, 
“Stop!” said the Irishwoman, “I 
have one more word for you both, 
for you will see me again before all 
isover. Those that wish to he 
clean they will be: and those that 
wish to be dirty, dirty they will be. 
‘Remember.’ She turned through a 
gate into the meadow. and dis 














10 the woods, Grimes 
is pipe and Tom followed 
him in peace. 

When they came to Sir John 
Harthover's house Tom and his 
Master went in by « door 
Tom had to go ap «chimney and 
begin his hard work. 

Tom worked hard at sweeping 
the chimneys. At last he came dwn 
the wrong one and found himself 
in a pretty bedroom. 

On the bed, under the snow- 
white coverlet, upon the snow- 
white pillow. lay the most beautiful 
little girl Toni had ever seen. Her 





























cheeks were like roses. and her 
hair was like threads of gold, Tom 
stared ather in wonder, 

Looking round, he suddenly saw 
alittle black ragged figure standing 
close to him, and he turned on it 
angi But he suddenly knew 
that it was himself, reflected in a 
great mirror, For the first time in 
his life, Tom realised that he was 
dirty, He burst into tears with shame 
and anger, and turned to go up the 
chimney again, but he bumped into 
a little table and knocked it down 
with a noise like ten thousand tin 
kettles. 

Up jumped the little girl, from 
her bed, screaming. An old nurse 
rushed in from the next room, and 
tried to catch Tom, But he doubled 
under her arm and was out of the 
window in a flash. Under the 
window spread a tree with great 
leaves and sweet white flowers. 
Down the tree he went, like a cat, 
and across the lawn and then over 
the tall iron railings. He was in 
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deep trouble, 

‘The gardener, the dairymaid and 
agroom all ran after Tom, Grimes 
tooran after him. The Irishwoman 
came out of the woods, and she 
also ran after Tom. 

Tom made for the woods. And 
after the woods, there he was out 
onthegreatmoors,called Harthover 
Fell. It was full of heather and bog 
and rock. 

Tom heard the shouts of his 
pursuers fade and he chuckled to 
himself. He had escaped, But the 
Irishwoman had seen which way 
Tom went, and she still followed 
him, 


Tom went on and on, till his 
head spun round with the heat, 
and he thought he heard church 
bells ringing a long way off, When 
he looked around, he stopped and 
said, ‘Why, what’a big place the 
world is! 

‘And so it was, for from the top 
of the mountain he could see moor 
after moor, hill after hill. But 
between him and those moors lay 
the deep, green and rocky valley 
of Vendale, and hundreds of feet 
below him he could see a stream. 
Then by the stream he saw a little 
cottage andawoman inthegarden, 

Perhaps she would give him 
something to drink. Tom scramble- 
ed down the mountainside. He 
never saw the Irishwoman following 
him, 

The cottage door was all hung 
round with clematis and roses, and 
Tom peeped in, half afraid. There 
sat the nicest old woman that ever 
was seen, At her feet sat the grand- 
father ofall cats, and ontwo benches 








opposite her sat twelve neat, rosy 
chubby little children, learning 
their ABC. 

‘Who are you, and what do you 
want” cried the old dame. ‘A 
chimney-sweep! Away with you! 
Tl have no sweeps here.” 

‘Water,’ said poor little Tom, 
quite faint, and he sank down upon 
the doorstep, and laid his head 
‘against the post. He could till hear 
church bells. 

The old dame looked at him 
then she said, ‘He'ssick, and a 





child's a child, sweep or not. I'll. 


give him some mil 

Tom drank the milk and then 
looked up. 

‘Where did you come from?" 
asked the dame, 

‘Over the Fell there, said Tom, 
and pointed up into the sky. 

‘Over Harthover and down Lewth- 
waite Crag! Ts that the truth?” 

"Yes, said Tom, and laid his head 
on his’ knees. ‘Is it Sunday” he 





,, asked. I hear the church bells ring- 


ing so. 

“It isn't Sunday. You are sick. 
Come with me and I'll find you 
somewhere to rest. If you were 
cleaner I'd put you in my own bed.’ 

She led him to an outhouse to 
rest upon soft sweet hay and an 
old rug, and said she would come 
to him when school was over. 

But Tom did not fall asleep. He 
tured and tossed and felt so hot 
that he longed to get into the river 
to cool himself. 

Suddenly he found himself in 
the middle of a meadow with the 
stream just before him, saying, ‘I 
must bé clean! 1 must be clean!" 
And he dipped his hand in, and 
found it cool, and he said, ‘I will be 
a fish, I will swim in the water. 

So he pulled off his clothes and 
tumbled as quickly as he could 
into the cool water. 

He never saw the Irishwoman, 
She was ahead of him this time, 











Just before he came to the riverside 
she had stepped down into the cool, 
clear water, and her shaw] and her 
petticoat floated off her, ar.i the 
green water-weeds and th white 
floated round her, and 
the fairies of the stream came up 
“from the bottom and bore her away 
and down upon their arms, for she 
was the Queen of them all. 

“Where have you been’ they 
asked her. 

‘Thave been smoothing sick folks’ 
pillows, and whispering sweet 
dreams into their ears; doing all | 
can to help those who will not help 
themselves — and that is weary 
work for me. But { have brought 
youanew little brother, andwatel 
him safe all the way here.” 

‘The fairies laughed for joy. 

“But mind, maidens, he must not 
see you or know that you are here. 
He is but a savage now, and he 
must learn. So you must not let 
him see you, but only keep him 
from being harmed.’ 

All this, of course, Tom never 
heard, for he had not been in the 
stream two minutes before he fell 
into the quietest, sunniest, cosiest 
sleep that ever he had in his life. 

‘And when he awoke he found 
himself swimming about in the 
stream. He was only four inches 
Jong. Around his neck were a set 
of gills. Tom was quite alive, and 
cleaner and merrier than he had 
ever been when he was a little 
chimney-sweep. While he slept, the 

s had turned him intoawater 





















Tom soon learned to understand 
all the water creatures and to talk 





to them, and they told him about 
the water babies who lived in the 
streams. He longed to meet them 
and to have playfellows, but he 
amused himself instead by teasing 
the water creatures. 

‘One day Tom saw a family of 
beautiful otters rolling over and 
over down the stream. When the 
biggest of them saw Tom, she 
darted out from the rest and cried, 
‘Quick, children, here is something 
good to eat!” She came at poor 
Tom. who slipped in between the 
waterlily roots as fast as he could, 

“Come away, children,’ said the 
otter in disgust. ‘It is not worth 
eating, after all. It is only a nasty 
eft. 

‘Lam not an eft,’ said Tom, Efts 
have tails.” 

“say you are an eft.’ said the 
otter, ‘and therefore you are. You 
may stay there till the salmon eat 

















you.’ (She knew the salmon would 
Rot, but she wanted to frighten 
Tom.) ‘Ha, ha! They will eat you 
and we will eat them, 

“What are salmon 









asked Tom. 


‘Great fish, eft. We hunt them 
up and down the pools.” 

And where do they come from?" 
asked Tom. 

“Out of the sea, eft, into the great 
river down below, and when they 
go down again we follow them. It 
would be a merry life, if it were 
not for those horrid men.” 

“What are men’” asked Tom. 


Tworlegged things, eft. And now 
I come 10 look at you. they are 
actually something like you. only 
agreat deal bigger, and they catch 
the fish. They caught my poor dear 
husband too.” 

And the otter swam solemnly 
away. 





In the evening of a very hot di 
it grew suddenly dark, and great 
drops of cain fell plop into the 
water. And then the thunder roared 
and the lightning flashed, and soon 
the stream rose, rushing, higher 

ind higher. Tom could hardly stand 
inst it. 

By the flashes of lightning Tom 
saw a new sight — all the bottom. 
of the stream alive with eels, turning 
and twisting along. And as they 
hurried past he could hear them 
say to each other, We must run, 
we must run. What a jolly Thun— 
derstorm! Down to the sea, down 
to the sea 

Then the otter came by with her 
family. and as she passed Tom she 
said. “Now is your time, eft, if you 
want to see the world, Down to 
the sea, down to the sea!” 

“Down to the sea?’ said Tom. 
“Everything is going to the sea, and 
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I will yo too" and so Tom set oat 
con a journey to the sea 


One clear, still night on his way, 
he saw a bright red light moving 
along the riverside, and underneath 
the light lay five or six salmon, 
ooking up at the fame. 

And he saw on the bank three 
great two— legged creatures. One 
held the light and another a long 
pole, Then he knew that they were 
men, He crept into a hole in the 
rock to hide. 

The man with the torch bent 
down low over the water, and said, 
“Take that big fellow, lad, and hold 
your hand steady,” 

Down came the pole through 
the water; there was a fearful splash 
and straggle, and a fine salmon 

‘out of the water 

from behind, there sprang 
con these three men, three other 
men, and there were shouts and 
blows, and then a tremendous 
splash and all was still, One of the 
men had fallen into the water. close 
to Tom and Tom saw who it was: 
it was Mr Grimes. 


















Tom swam away as fast as he 
could, but next day he went back 
and Mr Grimes had gone, and Tom 
made up his mind that he had 
turned into a water baby. 

‘Then Tom went on down the 
stream, for he was afraid of staying 
near Grimes, On and on he went, 
I the water— which had been 
fresh— turned salt all around him, 
And then a change come over him, 
He felt strong and light and fresh, 
and he gave three skips out of the 
water, a yard high and head over 
1s, He had come to the open 








sea, 


Our among the rocks he found 
a playfellow. It was a lobster, and 
Tom asked him about water babies, 
The lobster had seen them often, 
but did not care for them. They 
were meddlesome little creatures 
that went about helping fish which. 
got into serapes. 

About this time something 
strange and important happened. 
In the pleasant, short December 
days Sir John Harthover's family 
went to the seaside, 

















On the very shore. and over the 
very rocks where Tom was sitting 
with his friend the lobster, there 
walked one day the litle lady, Ellie 
whom Tom had seen in Harthover 
place, With her was a very wise 
professor. 

Ellie was asking’ the professor 
about water babies. and he was 
saying there were no such creatures, 
Ellie kept asking, ‘Why not?” 

At last he answered quite briskly, 
for he had just trodden on a sharp 
shell, ‘Because there aren't.” 

He groped with his net under 
the weeds so violently that he 
caught poor little Tom. He lifted 
the net out quickly, with Tom in 
it, 

“Dear me! he cried. ‘This is most 
extraordinary.” 

“It isa water baby!" exclaimed 
Ellie. 

‘Water fiddlesticks, my dear,’ 
said the professor, poking at Tom. 

Now Tom had kept as still ashe 
could, but when the. professor 
poked him it was more than he 
could bear, and he bit the professor's 
finger. 

‘Oh! Ab! yelled he, and at once 
dropped Tom onto the seaweed, 
and Tom was gone ina moment. 

“But it was a water baby!" cried 
Ellie. ‘And now it’s gone!" She 
jumped down to try tocatch Tom, 
but she slipped and fell, hitting her 
head on a sharp rock, then lay 
pale and silent. 

The professor picked her up, 
and tried to wake her, and called 
to her and cried over her, for he 
loved her, but she did not waken. 
So he carried her home, and she 
‘Was put to bed and lay quite stil, 

















Mother: Certainly not, child. | 
won't allow you to go to the 
theatre without an escort. I 
‘come with you, 


Child: But mother! | can’t watch 
this film in your company, it's 
for Adults Only. 











‘One moonlight night the fairies 
‘came flying in at the window and 
brought her such a pretty pair of 
wings that she could not help 
putting them on, And she flew with 
them out of the window, and over 
the land and over the sea, and 
nobody heard or saw anything of 
her for a very long while. 


But what became of Tom? He 
slipped away off the rocks into the 
water, and then he saw a lobster- 
pot, and inside this trap, looking 
very much ashamed of himself, sat 
his friend the lobster. ‘I can't get 
out,’ said the lobster. 7 

Tom looked at the pot and saw 
what was the matter and what 
ought to be done. 

‘Turn your tail up to me,’ he 
said, ‘and I'll pull you through.” 

Tom reached and caught hold 
of the tail, but the clumsy lobster 
pulled him in head-foremost. 

‘Well, this is a fix,’ said Tom. 
“But break off those’ spikes with 
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your claws and then we shall both 
get out easily.” 

‘T never thought of that," said 
the lobster. 

Rut they had not broken_half 


14 





the spikes away when they saw the 
otter above them. How she grinned 
when she saw Tom! ‘You meddle 
some little wretch, said she. ‘Thave 
you now!” But no sooner was her 
head inside the lobster-pot than 
the lobster cauht her by the nose 
and pulled her in 

There they were all three in the 
pot, rolling over and over, until 
Tom yot on the otter’s buck and 
out of the hole. The first time he 
saw the lobster’s tail uppermost he 
caught hold of it and pulled hard, 
but the lobster would not let go of 
the otter 

“Come along,’ said Tom, “The 
otter is dead, Come along, or the 
fisherman will catch you.” 

But still the lobster would not 
let go. 

Tom saw the fisherman haul the 




















lobster pot upto the boatside, but 
when the lobster saw the fisherman 
he gave sucha furioussnap that he 
snapped out of the pot and safe 
into the sea. 

Vom had not feft the lobster five 
minutes before he came upon a 
real live water baby. And when it 
sai Tom it eried. ‘Why. you are a 
new baby! How delightful!” 

It ran to Tom and they hugged 
sand kissed each other. They were 















so pleased to have met. 

“Now. said the baby, ‘come and 
help me, or I shall not have finished 
before my brothers and sisters 
come and it is time for us to go 
home to our island.” 

“What shall I do?" Tom asked, 
eager to begin. 

“Look at this poor little rock. A 
clumsy boulder came rolling by 
and rubbed off all its flowers. Now 
I must plant it again with sea weeds 
and coralline and anemones, and 
make it the prettiest rock-garden 
on all the shore.” 

They worked away at the rock 
till the tide began to turn, And 
then Tom heard the other babies 
coming, laughing and singing, and 
shouting and romping, dozens and 
dozens of them, some bigger than 
Tom and some smaller. They 
hugged him and kissed him and 
then put him in the middle and 
danced round him on the sand, 
and there was no-one in the world 
ever so happy as little Tom, 

Tom should have given up his 
naughty tricks and left off teasi 
the sea creatures now that he hi 
plenty of playfellows. but he didn’t. 

The other children warned him, 









and said Mrs Be-done- 
by-as-yourdid is coming.” But Tom 
took no notice till, one Frid 








morning early, the fairy Mrs Be- 
done-by-as-yourdid came indeed, 
A very tremendous and ugly lady 
she was, and when the children 
saw her they all stood in a row. 
looking very good. She looked at 
the children, and seemed pleased 
with them, and then gave them all 
sorts of nice sea-things — sea-cakes. 
sea-apples. sea-oranges. se-bull’s 
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eyes and sea-toffee. 

But when Tom's turn came the 
lady popped a nasty cold hard 
pebble into his mouth. 

“You are a very cruel woman,” 
said ‘Tom, and he started to ery, 

“And you are a very cruel boy, 
who puts pebbles into the sea- 
anemones’ mouths. As you did to 
them, so | must do to you. And 
now be a good boy.” she went on, 
“and when my beautiful sister, Mrs 
Derats-yourwoukl-be-done-by,comes 
on Sunday. perhaps she will teach 
you how to behave.” 

‘Tom was very good all Saturday, 
and when Sunday came.sureenough 
Mrs Do-as-you-would-be-done-by 
came too, And when the chi 
saw her they pulled her until she 
sat down on a stone, and climbed 
onto her lap, and clung round her 
neck, and caught hold of her hands: 
























into their mouths, and began 
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and then they all put their thumbs a 





ind purring like kittens. 
Tom stood staring at them, for 
he could not understand wha 
‘was all about 

“And who are you, little darling 
she said, 

‘Oh. that is the new baby.’ they 
all cried. ‘and he never had any 
mother. 

“Then I will be his mother, and 
he shall have the very best place: 
soget down. allof you.thismoment, 
said Mrs” Dorayyouwouldsbe- 
done-by 

So she took Tom in her arms, 
and kissed him, and patted him, 
and talked to him: 

‘ow. she satid at Last, ‘will you 
be a good boy for my sitke, iand 
tease no more searheasts?” 

And you will cuddle me again?” 
whispered poor little Tom 

‘OF course Twill.” she said, and 
away she went. And Tom really 
trigd to be a good boy and not 
tease the sea-heast. 























‘Tom grew so fond of sea-bull’s 
eyes and sea-lollipops that his 
foolish little head could think of 
nothing else. 

found out that Mrs Be-done- 
/ourdid kept them in.a beautiful 
mother-of-pearl cabinet in a deep 
crack of the rocks. And one night, 
when all the other children were 
asleep. he went to the cabinet and 
gobbled up the sweets. 

Mrs Be-done-hy-as-you-did said 
nothing about the matier when she 
came next day, and from the 

binet she brought out just as 
many sweets as ever, which 

tened 


















The fairy gave him his share and 
he thought she could not have 
found him out, but when he ate 
the sweets they made him feel sick 
and cross and unhappy. 

When Mrs Do-as-you-would-be- 
done-by came, he wanted to be 
cuddled like the rest, but she said, 
‘Tshould like to cuddle you, but [ 
cannot — you are so prickly.” 


Tom looked at himself, and he 
had grown prickles all over. right 
down to his toes! 

Nobody would play with him, 
and he knew why. He was so miser- 
able all that week that when the 
fairy came he pushed the 
1s away. saying, ‘No. I don't 
want any, [can’t bear them now.” 
and then burst out crying and told 
her what had happened. 

‘L will forgive you, little man, 
she said. I always forgive everyone 
the moment they tell me the truth 
of their own accord.” 

“Then will you take away all these 
nasty prickles 

‘Vean’t do that. You put them 
there yourself, and only you can 

















take them away. { think it is time 
for you to go to school, so | shall 
fetch you a schoolmistress, who 
will teach you how to get rid of 
your prickles.” And the fairy went 
on her way. 

Tom did not like the idea of a 
schoolmistress, but when the fairy 
brought her she was the prettiest 
little girl that ever was seen, 

‘There he is.” said the fairy, 
pointing to Tom, ‘and you must 
teach him to be good.” 

“L know.” said the litte girl, but 
she did not look at all pleased, 

She taught Tom every day in 
the week: but on Sundays she 
always went home, and the kind 
fairy took her place. And before 
long Tom’s prickles had vanished 
quite aw: 

‘Why.’ said the little girl, ‘I know 
you now. You are the little 
chimney-sweep who came into 
my bedroom.” 

“And I know you too now, I'm 
sure. cried Tom."Youare the little 
lady I saw there asleep!” 

















Seven years passed. 








‘» Helio! Hello! Check 1,2.3....'m 
testing the system, 

« What system? 

‘The sound system. 
Sounds of silence, | think! 

« Call the mike man. OK, ready! 
check 1.22... 

‘= Calling it’s own tune now. it’s 
screeching! 

= Oh, God! Listen — Check! 
Check! 

+ Now, the message is loud and 
clear. The sound system is not 
sound! 
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Tom could have been quite 
content and happy all those seven 
years, but he was not. He was 
always wondering where Ellie went 
when she went home on Sundays. 
So at last Tom asked the fairy, 
Mrs Be-done-by-as-youdid. 

‘Little boys who are only fitto play 
with seabeasts cannot go there,” 
she said, Those who go there must 
first go where they do not like, and 
help somebody they do not 

“Why, did Ellie do that?” 

Ellie blushed and said, “Yes, 
Tom. { did not like coming here at 
first; T'was so much happier at 
home. Ant I did not like you, Tom, 
because you were all over prickles. 
But [like you very much now, and 
Hike coming here too.” 











And then the fairy told Tom 
that he had been in the nursery 
Jong enough, and must now go out 
and see the worldif everhe intended 
to be a man, She told him not to be 
afraid of anything he met, for 
nothing could harm him if he 
remembered all his lessons and did 
what he knew was right. At last 
Tom was quite eager to yo. and he 
said, ‘I'm ready to be of, if it’s to 
the world's en 

“Ah.'satid the fairy. "you must go 
farther than the world’s end. You 
must find Mr,Grimes, for he is 
at the —Other-end-of- Nowhere. 
You must go to Shiny Walll, and 
then you will come to Peacepool 
and Mother Carey's Haven. Mother 
Carey will tell you the way to the 
Otherend-of-Nowhere, and 
there you will find Mr Grimes.” 

‘Oh dear" said Tom. "But I don't 
know how to find my way to Shiny 
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Wall.” 

‘Little boys must take the trouble 
to find out things for themselves, 
or they will never grow to be men.” 
said the fairy. 

‘Well, said Tom, “L had better 
start at once. Good-bye, Miss 
Ellie. 

“Good-bye,” said Ellie, ‘I shall 
wait here till you come back. and | 
know you will not forget me. 

Tom swam northward, day after 
day, asking all the beasts in the sea 
and all the birds in the air if they 
knew the way to Shiny Wall.but 
none of them could tell him, 

At last he meta flock of petrels, 
who are Mother Carey's own 
chickens. and Tom called 19 them 

















me with us. they said, ‘we 
show you.” 

Tom and the petrels went 
north stward over the crests 
of the waves as merrily as flying 
fish. Presently they came to whole 
flock of molly—mocks, who were 
busily feed 

“Come, come,’ said the petrels, 
“you lazy. greed lubbers, this young 
gentleman is going to Mother 
Carey. Will you take fim? 

“Greedy we are,’ said a great fat 
‘old molly, but lazy we're not. We'll 
give this little chap a ride over the 
pack-ice, for Mother Carey's sake." 
‘And the good mollys took Tom up. 
and flew, with him safely over the 
pack-ice, and set him down at the 
foot of Shiny Wall. 

“But there's no gate,’ said Tom. 
“How am [10 go on? What am 10 
do now? 

“Dive under the ice, if you have 
any pluck,” said the mollys, 


























So Tom dived under the ice and 
went on at the bottom of the sea 
for seven days and seven nights, 
At last he came up into a large 
pool with an iceberg in the middle, 

“That's Mother Carey,’ a whale 
told him, And when he came near 
the iceberg it took the form of a 
white marble lady sitting on a white 
marble throne, 

“What do you want, my litte 
man’ she asked Tom kindly, 

‘Tom told her his errand and 
asked the way to the Other-end= 
of-Nowhere, 

“Look at me,’ she answered. 

And us Tom looked into her 
great blue eyes he knew the way 
perfectly, “Thank you, ma'am,’ he 
sid, ‘But what am [10 do? 

“You must do without me. And 
you must take this passport, which 
you must wear round your neck, 
‘And, of course, you must go the 
whole way backward 

“Tom wals very much astonished, 
but he obeyed her, for he had 
learned always to believe what the 
airies told him, no matter how 
strange it seemed. 



































After a great many strange 
adventures Tom reached the other- 
end-Nowhere, He saw a huge buil 
ding. Tom walked towards it, 
having a strange faney that he might 
find Mr Grimes inside it, 

Out of the top of @ 
chimney his head and shoulders 
just showing, was Mr Grimes, as 
sooty and ugly as ever he was. 

‘Why. it Tom!" Grimes said. 
suppose you have come here to 
faugh at me. 

Tom assured him he had not. 











‘Can't | help to get you out of this 
chimney ” he said, 

"No, answered solemn voice 
behind Tom, ‘No more did Tom, 
when you behaved to him in the 


very same way. 

Tt was Mrs Be-don 
did. 

‘Oh, ma'am,’ he said, ‘may I try 
to get some of these bricks awa 
.so that Mr Grimes can move his 
arms?" 

“You may try, of course,’ she 
said. 

So Tom pulled and tugged at 
the bricks, but he could not move 
one. Then he tried to wipe Mr 
Grimes's face, but the soot would 
not come off. 

“Oh dear,” he said. I have come 
all this way to help you, and now I 
am of no se at all.” 

“You had best leave me alone, 
said Grimes. 


i 


as-you- 
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Ti Twas but a litle chap in Vendale 
again, how different 1 would be. 
But its too late now.’ And he started 
to cry. 

"Never too late,’ said the fairy, 
in a strange, soft, new voice. 

And it was not too late. For 
Grimes's tears did what nothing 
else could do. They washed all the 
soot off his face and off his clothes, 
and then they washed the mortar 
away from between the bricks, and 
the chimney crumbled down and 
Grimes got out of it. 


So she tied a bandage across his 
eyes with one hand, and with the 
other she took it off. 

“Tom opened his eyes very wide, 
for he had not — as he thought — 
moved a single step. But he could 
see the island home of the water 
babies reflected in the still, broad, 
silver sea. 

And as Tom neared the island 
he saw Ellie sitting on a rock with 
her chin upon her hand, and dang- 
ling her feet in the water. 















‘Oh, Miss Ellie,’ said he. ‘How 
you have grown! 
“Oh, Tom,’ said she. ‘How you 


have grown too!” 
Yes, it was true: they were both 
quite grown up — he into a tall 


‘man, and she into a beautiful 
woman! 

‘Thave been sitting here waiting 
for you many a hundred years,’ 
said Ellie, ‘tll I thought you were 


“never coming.” 


At last they heard the fairy say. 
“Are you never going to look at me 
again” 

They looked, and both of them 
cried out at once, ‘Oh, who are 
you, after all? You are our dear 
Mrs Do-as-you-would-be-done-by! 
No. You are good Mrs Be-done- 
by-as-yourdid!™ 


“Look again,’ said the fairy 

"You are Mother Carey.’ said 
Tom. 

“Look again.’ said the fairy 

“You are the Irishwoman who 
met me the day I went to Harth— 
over.” 

Smiling, the fairy turned to Ellie. 

“You may take him home with 
you now on Sundays, Ellie.’ she 
said. 

So Tom went home with Ellie 
‘on Sundays, and sometimes on 
week —days too. and he became a 
clever man who could plan railways 
and steam — engines, 














Priya had never learnt to swim, 
‘She was determined that her sons 
Kumar and Shankar should learn, 
Both boys learnt at a very early 
age. Priya would take them to 
the pool at their club, The boys 
loved swimming early every morn: 
ing. because then they had the 
pool to themselves. Kumar who 
was nearly fifteen, was a strong 
swimmer. He could swim at the 
deep end. Shankar was ten. He 
loved the shallows. 





(One day, as Priya sat reading 
by the pool she looked up to see 
‘Shankar clambering out. Before 
she realized what he was about 
to do he rushed to the diving 
board and jumped into the deep 
end. Kumar was on the other side. 
He heard a big splash and then 
his mother was shouting, "Kumar! 
Kumar! Shankar’s in the deep!” 
Kumar swam towards Shankar 
Priya forced herself to breathe 
deeply. She looked around to see 





if there was anything to throw to 
them. A large inflated air mattress 
lay by the pool,and a colourful 
beach ball. These things could 
float, couldn't they? She looked 
for a rope but didn’t find one. 

Picking up the mattress, she 
turned back to the pool. She felt 
a chill of fright. Kumar had reach- 
‘ed Shankar, and the water was 
churning and surging around the 
boys. She saw Shankar fling des- 
perate arms around Kumar's 
neck, Now, both boys disappe- 
ared from view! “Help! Help!” 
screamed Priya, "My sons are 
drowning!” 

The pool attendant Madhav had 
come early to do some gardening, 
Hearing Priya’s screams he 
rushed to the pool. Taking in the 
situation at a glance. he flung off 
his slippers and jumped into the 


pool. He swam strongly and swif- 
tly to the boys and pulled Shankar 
away from Kumar. As Kumar 
managed to free himself from 
‘Shankar's grip, he surfaced and 
began to tread the water, and 
hold his head up. 

‘Shankar in his panic tried to 
cling to Madhav's neck. “I'll hold 
you,” yelled Madhav, "Don't hold 
me! Float, my boy, float!” Shankar 
wouldn't listen but suddenly went 
limp. Priya yelled to Kumar that 
she was throwing them the air 
mattress. By some luck,it landed 
with a splat on the water,close to 
them. Madhav and Kumar lifted 
Shankar on to the little raft and 
towed him,to where Priya stood. 

Madhav took charge. “Quick, 
call an ambulance,” he barked. 
He laid Shankar on the ground 
and forced his neck back to see if 





there was a pulse. There was no 
pulse! “Let's try mouth to mouth,” 
he muttered to himself, Kumar 
raced off to Telephone. Priya 
stood still, trembling with fear. 
He checked Shankar's mouth 
for dirt and forced the teeth apart. 
“Thank god! The pool's clean!” 
He held Shankar's nostrils shut 
and placed his mouth on 
Shankar's and blew hard. When 


eyelids fluttered. Kumar ran back 
to say an ambulance was on it's 
way and Shankar gave a gasp 
and began to cry 


Madhav quickly turned the boy 
onto his tummy and pressed his 
lower back. Water streamed from 
his mouth and nose. He seemed 
to be coughing 

By the time the ambulance 





he straightened, he put the 
mattress under the boy's shoulder 
to elevate him. He repeated the 
process tirelessly, pausing only to 
ross his palms and press Shan: 
kar's chest 

Priya watched Madhav for 
what seemed like hours. There 
seemed to be no signs of life but 
suddenly Madhav sensed a move- 
ment under himand the little boy's 


arrived Shankar's pulse was 
steady, The ambulance men put 
him on the stretcher and put him 
into the vehicle. Kumar got in, 
too. 

Priya turned to Madhav. "How 
can | ever thank you," she said 
don’t even know your name! 

“My name is Madhav ma’ am. | 
hope the little fellow is alright,” 
replied Madhav. Priya got in and 
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drove to the hospital 
Kumar and Shankar came to 
visit Madhav at the pool.the very 
next week. They introduced them- 
selves to him, He remembered 
them of course, but there had 
been no time to ask for their 
names! Priya had come too. She 
wanted to thank Madhav, for 
saving her younger son's life. 
If it hadn't been for you. 
said Priya and shuddered. "No 
more swimming for the boys! 
“Why. ma‘ am? | know you 
were frightened and worried but 
don’t say they can’t swim. Acct: 
dents do happen,and they can 
learn to handle emergencies, Of 
course, they won't be careless 
again!" said Madhav. “They are 
none the worse for their adven 
ture. There's no reason they 
can't swim safely if they follow 
some rules.” 
“What rules?” asked Shankar. 
"Oh! Just some common sense 
ones,” replied Madhav. "You can 
make up some for yourselves,’ 
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"Make my own rules! That 
would be fun!” said Shankar. 

"You have to make them very 
responsibly, Shankar,” said 
Madhav. “They are for your safety 
and you must follow them if you 
wish to be sate!” 

“Yes, but if accidents will 
happen how will they cope?” 
asked Priya 

“Well, | can teach them some 
basic rescue and first-aid methods 
to keep them safe,” said Madhav. 

"Will you teach us artificial 
resp.....?” stumbled Shankar. 

Respiration! Sure, but only if 
your mother doesn't mind, 

“Will you teach us right now?” 
asked Kumar 

Madhav looked inquiringly at 
Priya. She smiled. 

“Alright! I'llbe back in anhour 
to fetch you.” she said. 

As soon as she had gone 
Madhav turned to the boys.’ Well 
fellows,” he said "Breakfast before 
your first aid lesson?" “Yes\" 
shouted the boys. 


— Dr. K. Ganesan 





those things even better. This young lady has an armful of 
them just for you. They welcome you to our fold. They also 





serve as a mark of our affection and regard. 








Prevention is better than cure. 


‘Try and avaid accidents. Make your 
‘own safety rules and don't break them. 


2. Accidents do occur. 
Don't panic keen calm. Force 
yourself to breathe deeply. 


3._ Rescue the person in difficulty. 


Convert objects close at hand into life 
saving equipment. Ropes can be made 
‘out of saris, towels or trousers. inflat- 
able objects can be used inrescues. 


4. Understand the term drown. 
When a person drowns, his lungs 
which draw in oxygen and release 
carbon-droxide through the nose, get 
flooded with water. Breathing stops, 
air flow is blocked. So the blood 
+ Sirculation stops. The heart, brain and. 
\) other vital organs whic! need the fresh 
‘oxygen supplied by the blood stop, 
Pulse stops. If breathing isnot resumed 
the person dies. 
5. Help victim resume breathing, 
|. Check his pulse. 
Turn his head to one side. 
Clean his mouth. 
|. Hold his nostrils tightly. 
Place your lips on his and blow. 
Release nostrils; remove lips. 
Repeat 12 times 2 minute for 
‘adults and 30 times a minute for 
children, 








This calls for the presence of mind. a jot of water. Turn him over and 
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fh. Place paim on’chest and press 
hard, alternating with the artif- 
cial respiration until breathing is 
resumed. 


6. Pump out excess water. 


‘The victim would have swallowed 


‘press lower back until water is forced 
ut of mouth and nose. 


7._ Get medical aid. 

The victim must see 9 doctor as 
300n as it is possible. When the 
‘breathing stops for awhilevitalorgans 
might have been affected. Keep him 
under medical observation until tests 
can be done. 





8._ There are many methods. 

‘The method described under 5 is | 
called mouth to mouth resuscitation, 
Itis also called the kiss of life. Thereis 
also the Silvester method, the Holger- 
Nielsen method and the Schater | 
‘method. There are scientific techniques 
of giving a heart massage too. How- 
ever, one very unorthodox method: | 
seems to help. We can call turning 
2acartwheel! The cart should be tilted 
‘onto it’s side. and the victim placed) 
‘on the wheel. The wheel must be 
turned fast. This has proved an 
effective method in helping a victim 


resume breathing, x7 
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danced mently around Amar and 
Ichibo singing: 

Grammar is s0 easy, if you leam 

to sing, 

‘Announ is the name of a person, 

place or thing 


“'m Common Noun,” said one 
fellow in blue. “am the name of 
things like book, chain, table, tree, 
apple... In fact everything that’s not 
a Proper Noun!" 

“tm Proper Noun,” said another 
Noun, He was tall and looked proud 
and important. “I'm the name of a 
particular person, place or thing. 
Tam the name of Amamath, France 
‘or Geography! Amar and Ichibo, 
too,.! You know, I'm akways begun 
with a capital letter!” 


“Tm Abstract Noun,” said another 


litle fellow. He was skipping about, 


here and there. “You can’t touch 
me or feel me! I'm the name of 
qualities like wealth, beauty, joy and 
wisdom, I'm related to Adjectives. 


They're my cousins, you know!” 

“You can meet Adjectives later 
bbut now meet the last of the nouns,” 
said the stranger. 

“'m Collective Noun,” said a shy 
little fellow. “I name ‘things like 
swarm, team, crowd, flock and herd. 
You know, I can be doubled or 
increased in any way you want, 
because I take Plural.” 

“Plural!” cried Ichibo, “I know 
what that means, Singular is one 
and plural is more than one..... am 
right?” je 

“Well, ves!" said Common Noun. 
“Ltake plural too!” 


“I don't,” said Abstract Noun, 
“because | am the name of a 
quality 

“Htyou add '—s!"—es; and —ies’ 
you can increase me! Listen to these 
‘words — dogs, tomatoes, and babies! 
Can you think of anymore?” 

‘Amar and Ichibo thought hard. 

“Pigs, Potatoes and lilies,” said 

















Ichibo. 

“Books, watches and ladies,” 
cried Amar. 

‘The Nouns laughed in delight. 

“But what about knife?” asked 
Ichibo frowning. 

“Yes, and shelf!” cried Amar. 

“Words that end with ‘f or ‘fe’ 
form plurals by adding ‘ves" said 
‘Common Noun. 

“Shelves, knives, wolves,” 
chanted Amar and Ichibo in unison, 

“Have you heard of a vowel 
change?” asked Common Noun 
grinning. 

“Yes, I can guess,” said Amar. 
“It must be the vowels of a word 
changing to form a plaral.. right?” 

“Right! Like one tooth becoming 











‘eeth!" said Amar laughing, 
“Men —man,{oot —feet, mouse — 
mice,” cried Ichibo, 
The stranger looked at his watch 
It was time to say goodbye. All the 
nouns joined hands once more: 
Grammar is so easy if you lear 
to sing, 
Announ is the name of a pérson, 
place or thing, 
Nouns are Common or Proper, 
you see, 
Abstract or Collective as thecase 
may be. 
A bell rang and suddenly Amar 
and Ichibo found themselves in 
class. 


— Radha Padmanabhan 
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The Olympics today, have an im| 


‘and dramatic opening ceremony, 


Held every 


fourth year, they bring together thousands of 
athletes to compete against one another. 
Several million people attend the Olympic | 
Games, and many more watch them on tele- 
vision all over the world. These games have a | 


long and exciting history, It is difficult to say 
for sure how much truth there is in some of | 
jories about the origins of the, Olympics, | 


Due to the passage of time, and no accurate 
historical records, most of the facts available 
are conjecture or myth. Here are a collection 
of interesting facts, myths and legends about 
the ancient Olympic Games j 


* Why are these games called 
the Olympics? 

Olympia was one of the anck 
ent city states of Greece. Since 
these games were originally held 
in Olympia they are called the 
Olympic Games. 


* When and where were they 
first held? 
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The first recorded contest took 
place in the stadium of Olympia 
inthe year 776 B.C. This stadium 
stood in a valley in Olympia in 
western Greece. It could accomo- 
date about 40,000 spectators. 
Both the contestants and specta- 
tors were strictly males! 


* Why were the first games 
held? 








al pac 

The games were initially a part 
of the festivities in the temples. 
People believed that such compe- 
titions pleased the dead. In time, 
four national festivals developed 
these were the Isthmian. 
Nemean, Olympic and Pythian 
games. However the Olympic 
games were the most important 
because they were in honour of 
Zeus, the king of the gods. Since 
the games often coincided with 
harvest time,they were a sort of, 
harvest festival. 





* How often were the games 
held? 


Today the games are held every 
fourth year. However, the ancient 
Greeks held them every seventh 
year, but the calendar of ancient 
Greece had just eight months! 


* What does the term ‘wearing 


laurels’ mean? 


The term means a winner. 
Heracles was the king of Thebes. 
He was very powerful and had 
many divine powers. Once when 
Heracles had visited the kingdom 
of the Gods, he had found a lovely 
tree growing there. He broke off 
abranch and brought it back with 
him. Heplantedit in Olympiawhere 
it took root and grew quickly. The 
Olympic Games were being held 
inthe Olympic Vilageatthetime. The 
leaves of the tree were fashioned 
into crowns for the winners of 
the various events. This tradition 
was continued unbroken for many 
years. Today, when we say, ‘he 
won many laurels’ — it means 
victories. 


* What was the significance of 
the 75th Olympic Games held in 
ancient Greece? 


The 75th ancient Olympic 
Games helped unite the city-states 
of ancient Greece against a 
‘common enemy — the Persians. 
When the war began the Greeks 











were placed in a quandary. Should 
the Olympics be held when the 
country was on the brink of war? 
Sparta had already been defeated. 
The Olympics were held,and the 
high spirits of the people aston 
shed the Persians. The Greeks 
regained their courage and conf 
dence and their morale rose. Until 
then the city-states had been torn 
asunder by petty jealousies. Now 
they stood together and fought 
the Persians with renewed 
strength 

* What happened in Roman 
times? 


The glorious spirit of the Olym- 
pic Games was lost when Rome 
conquered Greece around 100 
B.C. Unlike the Greeks, the 
Romans showed no enthusiasm 


for athletics. They began to use 
the Olympics as a means of enter- 
tainment. The games lost their 
significance, as contestants 
became interested only in winning 
money. In 394 A.D. Emperor 
Theodosius ordered the games 
ended, because of their great 
decline in quality. No Olympics 
were held for more than 1,500 
years. 


* Whathappened to the stadium 
‘of Olympia? 


An earthquake destroyed the 
stadium of Olympia around 500 
A.D. Alandslide buried the ruins 
of the structure. A group of arche- 
ologists from Germany dis- 
covered the ruins in 1875, 


— Janaki Manalan 


Mr. Kartik was very proud 
of his beautiful house. It was the 
largest house on the street. It 
was built of lovely red brick,and 
had large rooms,with big windo- 
ws. Through the windows a well 
laid out garden could be seen. 
Beautiful flowers bloomed in the 
garden. Mr. Kartik employed two 
gardeners! 

The living room was beautifully 
furnished. There were delicate 
bowls of china, placed on iow 
tables. Brass and silver ornaments 
gleamed from the showcase. The 
radio and television each stood 
on stands,enclosed in lacy covers. 
By the large armchair was a little 
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stool. Upon it was Mr. Kartik’s 
prized possession — it was a 
beautiful green telephone. Mr. 
Kartik loved his telephone. He 
would hold the receiver lovingly 
cradied in his hand while speaking 
to his friends. 

There was a wide verandah just 
off the living room. One evening 
after his dinner, Mr. Kartik sat in 
his verandah, reading. It was an 
exciting novel. He couldn't put it 
down, though it was almost 
eleven o' clock! Suddenly through 
the darkness he saw the lights go 
on in the last house on the street 
Whatever could be the matter? 

As Mr. Kartik sat wondering, @ 
man came out of the house, slam- 
ming the door behind him. He 
ran out of the gate and rushed 
down the street. As hecame upto 


Mr. Kartik's house he halted by 
the gate and after a moment 
entered hesitantly but with great 
determination. 

"Mr. Kartik.....!" he called 

Mr. Kartik had risen in alarm 
when he saw his neighbour enter 
his house. He asked in great indig- 
nation — 

‘Who's there? What do you 
want?” 

“1am Mr. Akash from the last 
house, sir. Can you help me? My 
‘son Dilip has been ill and has taken 
a turn for the worse. Please...” 

Mr. Kartik rudely interrupted 
the poor man! "Why have you 
come here? | am not @ doctor! 
What can | do? Do you need a 
hand out...?” 

“No, no, sir!” cried Mr. Akash, 
Please listen to me... My child 
has taken a turn for the worse, 
Our doctor lives so far away! If | 
could just use your telephone. 
Please sir..... Dilip’s condition is 
critical..." 

“Use my phone indeed! Do you 
think | keep a telephone for public 
use? If | let you use it the whole 
street will start pestering me. Go 
and use the pay phone. Get 
going!” said Mr. Kartik. He went 
into the house and shut the door. 

Poor Mr. Akash! He ran all the 
way to the pay phone. It was 
nearly three streets away. He got 
through only after a long delay 
Luckily the doctor was home. He 
came at once and the child was 
saved. 

Mr. Kartik had turned out all 
the lights, and went to bed. He 
fell into a deep sleep. 
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Later that night the family 
who lived in the house behind 
Mr. Kartik’s was awakened by 
the acrid smell of smoke. They 
got up in great alarm to find their 
house on fire. Confusion reigned 
as children and adults tried to 
save their belongings from the 
fire 

Some people tried to put out 
the angry flames but their effort 
seemed to be in vain. Seeing this, 
Mr. Malhotra, the owner of the 
house called his son Vijay, "Vijay, 
run down to Mr. Kartik’s house 
and telephone the fire brigade at 
once,” he said, Vijay ran off 






The shouts of alarm had woken 
the neighbours who ran to and 
fro, adding to the noise, By this 
time several rooms were on fire. 
The bright orange flames lit up 
the other houses and flickering 
shadows danced along the walls. 
Alarge crowd had gathered. Spe- 
culation was rife on how the fire 
had started. 

“it, must be some 
wiring,” said one man. 
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“Did you turn off the gas?” 
asked a lady, but Mrs. Malhotra 
was too upset to answer. 

"Was there a lamp burning?” 
inquired another man 

"| hope the fire won't spread,” 
said a worried looking woman. 

“There's a stiff breeze, too, 
said her friend, 

“Come on, don't stand here 
talking!” said Mr. Malhotra, “Let's 
find a hosepipe and buckets!” Mr. 
Malhotra organized a human 
chain from the well to the house. 
Buckets were passed back and 
forth rapidly. A hose sprayed 
water. All these efforts were of 
16 avail. The flames could not be 
doused. There was too litle water. 
The flames began to lick merrily 
at the next house and at the house 
Malhotra's. Where 






behind Mr. 
was the fire engine? 


A loud banging on the door 
woke Mr. Kartik from a deep 
sleep. He sat up in bed and gian- 
ced at his clock. It was about 
three in the morning. ‘Who could 
it be?’ he wondered and went to 
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‘open the door. He was irritated 
at being disturbed at this hour. 

"Mr. Kartik! Can | use your 
phone?” panted Vijay. "Our house 
ison fire.” The little boy trembled 
with fear and shock. He was 
nearly in tears. "Please, sir! | have 
to call the fire brigade. 

"Have you no consideration for 
your neighbours, boy! Harassing 
people at this time? This whole 
neighbourhood is the same. Is 
there no other phone in the whole 
city? How dare you come here? 
Go away at once, | tell you!” The 
selfish man,went into the house 
and slammed the door. 

Poor Vijay! He remembered the 
pay telephone and ran all the way 
to where it stood, only to find it 
out of order. Deciding to trust no 
one the boy ran all the way to the 
fire station to raise the alarm. 

Just as Mr. Kartik was about 
to go to bed once again he heard 
some shouts. His old servant 
came running into the room, "Si! 
‘The house behind ours is on fire! 
Our woodshed has also caught. 
The breeze is blowing this way. 
Call the fire brigade sir!” he 
shouted. 

As Mr. Kartik rushed towards 
the phone he heard screams from 
his children’s room. They came 
out crying. 
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“Daddy, our houses on fire!” 

“Our clothes, toys, books and 
even beds are blazing! 

“Daddy, do something!” 

Mr. Kartik remembered his 
safe. He ran to see if it could be 
saved. As he reached the room, 
he saw that it was too late. The 
walls of the house were crum- 
bling. He ran out of the room 
catching up whatever he could in 
his hands, urging his wife and 
children to do the same. As he 
herded them downstairs and 
through the drawing room, he 
looked back longingly at all the 
beautiful things there. The green 
telephone sat on the table. It 
seemed to glower mockingly at 
him 

At last, Vijay returned with the 
fire engine. Vijay's house was 
badly damaged but many things 
from it had been saved due to 
the prompt action of the neigh: 
bours, under the direction of Mr. 
Malhotra. But Mr. Kartik’s beauti- 
ful house was completely destro- 
yed. The television, radio, orni 
ments, and all the lovely furni: 
shings had all gone up in smoke! 
The telephone which could 
have been used so easily to sum 
mon help was also burnt. The 
most beautiful house onthe street 
— only a charred wasteremained! 
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